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OVERVIEW 


notes on stories & contributors 


One of the exciting things about our 
recent change in status from a quarterly 
magazine to a bi-monthly is the chance 
the extra issues per year offer us to do a bit 
of experimenting with the Epic format. 
Hence, this time out, while our stories 
vary greatly in style, statement, and tech- 
nique, they are all essentially science— 
fiction in subject matter (some sticklers 
may argue the point in a couple of in- 
stances; they may feel free to do so, that’s 
why we have a letters column). We'll be 
very interested in reader reaction to doing 
this instead of our usual mixture of fan- 
tasy, sword—and-sorcery, and s-f. 

COVER. Since our first issue, we’ve 
had a remarkable run of talented artists 
contributing cover paintings: Frank 
Frazetta, Richard Corben, Paul Gulacy, 
Michael W. Kaluta, The Brothers Hilde- 
brandt. And now, Neal Adams. For this 
issue’s cover, Neal, who became a pro- 


fessional artist in his teens and who has — 
done just about everything from award— 
winning comic books to designing cos- | 


tumes and scenery for a Broadway play, 
created the amazing illusion of depth in 


the painting by actually working on three 
different levels; the foreground and | 
middle—distance material were done on— 
two separate sheets of clear acetate and edi 
- for your adaptation of Fritz Leiber’s Gon- 


placed over the background painting, 
which was done on illustration board. 
FLASH SPORT. Chicago—based artist, 


Mike Saenz, makes his second appear- — 


ance in Epic (his first was the story Tomb 


Stones in #3) with this tricky tale of — 


oneupsmanship conceived by fellow 


Chicagoan, Roy Kinnard. Roy and Mike 


have collaborated before on stories for 
Warren Publishing, but this will be their 
first piece done in full color. Roy is a 
movie buff, and a contributing editor to 


Fantastic Films. Mike credits Winslow — 
Homer and John Singer Sargent as paint- _ 


ing influences and considers $. Clay Wil- 
son his favorite comic book artist. 

PREDATOR. Generally, humor is in 
somewhat short supply in Epic. Almost as 
rare as happy endings. Bob Aull, who’s 
previously done material for Rogue 
magazine and Heavy Metal, goes a way 
toward remedying that situation. But be 

warned, the humor is definitely dark and 
his satiric points come with a deep cut- 
ting edge. 

BUGG LIVES. More satire, this time 
from a writer who’s carved a special 
niche for himself in science—fiction cir- 
cles for concocting wild, and wildly 
amusing, adventures. Ron Goulart has 
over three dozen s—f novels to his credit, 
has written extensively on the history of 
comics (see his current series in Starlog) 
and pulp magazines, and was co—creator 


of the newspaper strip, Star Hawks. 

LIFE HUTCH. This is the second in a 
proposed trilogy of stories ade 
illustrated by Canadian artist—designer 
Ken Steacy from the series of short stories 
by Harlan Ellison set against the back- 
ground of the Earth—Kyba w 
already starting to work on t ird story, 
Run For the Stars, which will be a full col- 
or piece. Harlan is currently huddling 
with songwriter Paul Williams to do one 
of his short stories, Tired Old Man, as a 
musical drama for television, directed by 
Alain Resnais and starring Charles Azna- 
vour and David Soul. Me 

NEXT ORBIT. Sometimes you make 
discoveries by searching diligently high 
and low; other times they handily pop up 
right under your nose. This story by excit- 
ing new artist, Jean Bello, just showed up 
in the mail one day. He’d tried it on one 
other magazine and, finding them over— 
inventoried, sent it along to us. We 


snapped it right up and nudged him to do 


more. Jean, a commercial artist in Mont- 


real, has promised he will. We're going 
~ to hold him to that promise. 


NO LAFFIN’ MATTER. Our second 
new talent this issue, Marc Bright, came 
recommended to me by Marvel comics 

itor, Allen Milgrom (We’re still waiting 


na Roll The Bones, Al). Marc is from 
Montclair, New Jersey and a graduate of 
Brooklyn’s Pratt Institute; in addition to 


~ doing commercial illustration, Marc has 
taught painting and animation for the 
‘New York public school system. Impress- 


ed by his samples, we commissioned 


Roger McKenzie, veteran scripter for 


Marvel, DC, Warren and United Features 
Syndicate, to come up with something. 
What he accomplished is a rarity for Epic. 
We'll leave it to you to guess why, but 
there’s a king-sized clue on this page. 
KULTZ and SHIPMATES. Back in Epic 
#2, we featured a collaboration between 
Vermont artists and Kubert Cartoon 


- School graduates Steve Bissette and Rick 


Veitch and promised to someday have in- 
dividual jobs by each of them. Rick has 
become one of our most regular contribu- 
tors, but Steve’s been tied up on other 
projects (including work for Marvel's Biz- 
zare Adventures). With a writing assist 
from another Vermonter, Steve Perry, 
Mr. Bissette finally came ough with 
Kultz about the same time Mr. Veitch 
was putting the finishing touches on Ship- 
mates. It was an opportunity we couldn't 
pass up. Now we're talking to them about 
collaborating again, this time on a series. 
Until that’s worked out, we're keeping 
them busy on individual stories just so 
they don’t get rusty. —Archie Coon 











Introducing TDK metal. 
The Music Mirror. 


The era of metal particle tape has 
arrived. Metal-ready cassette decks 
are already in the stores, and more 
are on their way. There are also a 
number of metal cassettes on the 
market, and all of them have a high 
coercivity and remanence — their 
magnetic energy is roughly four 
times that of the best oxide tapes. 
But that does not mean that all 
metal cassettes are alike. Not by 

a long shot. 

TDK’s metal cassette, MA-R, 
looks, feels and performs like no 
other cassette. That’s why we call 
it “The Music Mirror.” We’ve used 
advanced manufacturing technology 
to solve the problems inherent in 
metal tape. If left untreated, metal 
particles oxidize upon contact with 
water vapor and oxygen in the 
atmosphere —they actually “rust.” 
TDK has developed a unique way to 
coat each and every particle with 
a process that protects them from 
the atmosphere, even at the critical 
exposed edge of the tape. The re- 
sult is a tape that is resistant to oxi- 
dation. Infact, the overall stability of 
MA-R is well within the limits that 
have been set for conventional cas- 
settes. But superior tape is only 


part of MA-R’s story. TDK’s new 
Reference Standard Mechanism 
is so revolutionary in design and 
performance, that its influence 
will be felt for years to come. 

For starters, there’s the one- 
piece, die-cast metal main-frame. 
Metal is far more resistant to war- 
page than plastic, and unibody con- 
struction eliminates performance 
differences between the A and B 
sides. The frame and mechanism 
are sandwiched between two 
clear covers held in place by six 
computer-torqued, double-threaded 
locking screws that will not slip be- 
cause of vibration. 

MA-R’s amazing mechanism 
is visible for all to see, thanks to 


a transparent slip sheet. Our unique 


double hub-clamp is an integral 
part of a strong and circular tape 


storage system. (MA-R’s two clamps 


are color-coded red and black, asa 
visual reference). 

Our newly-designed, seam- 
less, water-wheel-type rollers 
rotate around stainless steel pins, 
which are micro-polished for circ- 
ularity. Our new dual-spring pres- 
sure pad assembly allows for more 
flexibility, yet provides more hor- 
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izontal support for uniform tape to 
head contact. MA-R even includes 
removable, replaceable erase- 
prevention lugs, a new standard 
in protection and flexibility. 

Ask your TDK dealer to show 
you the new MA-R cassette. Hold it 
in your hands and feel its weight. . 
Look at the ingenuity and precision 
of the shell and mechanism. Then 
listen to it perform in one of the new 
metal decks. All your senses will 
tell you that this isn’t just another 
new cassette —it’s one of the memo- 
rable audio products of our time. 
TDK Electronics Corp., Garden 
City, N.Y. 11530. 


© 1979 TDK Electronics Corp 
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GAMEVIEW 


by Steven Grant 


Battie trolls and goblins in hand-to-claw 
combat. Rescue Earth from alien attackers. 
Land a space craft on the moon. Help re- 

| surrect civilization after the holocaust of 
World War Ill. Face danger on the world of 
Elric of Melnibone; or on Marion Zimmer 
Bradley’s Darkover, or travelling through 
time with Dr. Who. 

For the adherents of fantasy gaming in 
homes and on college campuses and even 
on cable television channels across the na- 
tion, the possibilities are endless. Fantasy 
games have become a major entertainment 
trend of the 1980s, generating millions of 
dollars in sales yearly. Just as it’s impossi- 
ble to avoid science fiction in literature, 
comics, film, television, radio and music, 
it will soon become impossible to avoid 
fantasy games. Even though the idea is still 
in its infancy, it has spawned hundreds of 
games, collectibles, almost a dozen maga- 
zines, numerous articles in other maga- 
zines, a movie project, and psychological 
studies. (A recent issue of Discovery Maga- 
zine revealed that psychologists are al- 
ready investigating the possibility that 
playing fantasy games increases a child’s 
level of hostility and aggressiveness.) Fan- 
tasy games are changing the way America 
thinks about games. 

There are four kinds of fantasy games: 
board games, video games, role-playing 
games, and computer games. Board games 
are the most tenuously connected with 
science-fiction and fantasy, and the worst 
of them are little more than versions of 
Monopoly and Snakes And Ladders using 
science fiction themes as a gimmick to sell 
the product. But the best — such as Warp 
War, in which players design their own 
spaceships and rely on developing tactics 
to beat their opponents — have the com- 
plexity of chess and backgammon. Board 
games are the easiest for newcomers to fan- 
tasy gaming to play, since they locate the 
action on a map or grid, and commonly re- 
quire only the ability to understand rules 
and the will to play. 

Video games are themselves something 
out of science fiction: a player in single 
combat against a microcomputer, with a 
television screen as the playing field. In the 
last years of the 1970s, video games 
knocked out pinball machines as the 
number one moneymaker in arcades and 
bars across America, and many compan- 


ies, like Mattel and Atari, are manufactur- 
ing video games for home use. The kits, 
made to be hooked up to TV sets, are de ri- 
gueur for aficionados; a night's playing on 
coin-operated machines can easily wipe 
out a month's salary. Most video games 
have nothing thematically to do with fanta- 
sy, but the most popular are Space Invad- 
ers, in which the player must shoot down 
row after row of attacking alien ships be- 
fore his own ships are destroyed, and Aste- 
roids, in which a spaceship must maneuver 
through an asteroid field, dodging objects 
and blasting into smithereens any that are 
unavoidable. The video games require 
quick reflexes and good eye and hand 
coordination. 

While video games are the best known 
and most popular fantasy games in Ameri- 
ca, the ones most often spoken of are the 
role-playing games, most notably Dun- 
geons and Dragons, the brainchild of a 
Lake Geneva, WI wargames magnate 
named Gary Gygax and a games designer 
named David Arneson. (For the story be- 
hind Dungeons and Dragons, see the ex- 
cellent article, “The Gamesmen of Earth 
Prime,” in #3.) The game is played with a 
rule book, an egg timer, an unusual pair of 
dice, and the imagination of the players. 
Since it is played against imaginary ene- 
mies and there are no winners as such — 
survivors of one game simply take their 
characters on to a new level — Dungeons 
and Dragons is as much a social event as 
anything else. The basic game is comple- 
mented by a series of advanced adventures 
from Gygax’s TSR Hobbies, Inc,. and from 
other companies. Players will warn you 
that the game is addictive; once you play it, 
you'll want to try others, and many players 
eventually design their own games. 

In 1980, Dungeons and Dragons netted 
Gygax over $5 million, and his one-time 
partner, Arneson, is suing him over owner- 
ship. In the world of role-playing games, 
Dungeons and Dragons is the one to beat. 
There are several strong contenders: The 
Fantasy Trip, which goes D&D two better 
by combining three games into one; Chi- 
valry and Sorcery, which is based on a 
semi-mythical 12th century France and 
and has won a number of awards; Travel- 
ler, a complex science fiction counterpart 
to D&D, in which players travel across the 
universe seeking adventure; and The Ar- 


duin Trilogy, a sword-and-sorcery game 
hailed for its innovation and flexibility. 
None, however, have been able to capture 
imaginations like Dungeons and Dragons. 
The game engendered entire companies 
devoted to producing D&D paraphernalia, 
including figurine miniatures and three-di- 
mensional floor plans. Almost every role- 
playing game producer also publishes a 
magazine — there are The Dragon, White 
Dwarf, Different Worlds, Ares, The Space 
Gamer, Sorcerer’s Apprentice, Gryphon 
and others — with instructions on how to 
modify the games. There’s even a book, 
Mark Wagner's. The Compleat Fantasist, | 
that tells how to combine games into one 
another. 

Both fantasy role-playing and video 
games were an offshoot of the computer | 
games, the most esoteric and complex 
branch of fantasy games. The analogical | 
properties of computers were used by clev- 
er students at M.1.T. and Harvard in the late 
1960s and early 1970s to create schemes | 
for other worlds, in much the same way 
that the Pentagon uses them to stage “wars” 
and discover the outcomes. Computer 
games are widespread across American 
campuses, but the knowledge needed to | 
run the computers restricts the number of | 
players to a select few. Star Trek, in which 
the player pretends he is the U.S.S. Enter- | 
prise and takes on a fleet of Klingon space- 
ships, is the best known computer game. 
When personal computers become com- 
monplace, the computer game will grow in | 
popularity, supplanting or absorbing the 
video game (which is really just a computer | 
game without the greater flexibility), and 
will certainly become an important tool in 
the role-playing game. 

The social impact of fantasy games has | 
yet to be studied. Do video games, for in- | 
stance, provide an outlet for aggression, or 
do they cut the player off from real life by 
focusing his attention on a machine, in the | 
same way television does? Early reports 
have stated that normally pacifistic people 
become noticeably more hawkish in their 
outlook after playing battle-oriented role- 
playing games like Dungeons and Drag- 
ons, One thing is certain: as publicity 
about them grows and increasing numbers | 
of people become players, fantasy games | 
will be the most important games of the | 
decade. 


















" ALLLLL RIGHTS THAT'S 

| ‘It, 2 WIN, RALPHIE / 
HEY! 

COME ON, JONNY! 

THAT WAS /LLEGALS 















BULL’ I JUST BENT THE 
PROBABILITIES A LITTLE 
USIN’ THAT EXPLOSIVE. I 
WOULDN'T CHEAT YA, 

RALPHIE. 


NOW 7HAT’S A LAUGH. 












OKAY, OKAY, RALPHIE. TELL YA WHAT, 
I'LL GIVE YA A CHANCE TO GET EVEN. 
NEW GAME, CRYBABY. 


UH... I DUNNO, JONNY. 
WE KEEP DOIN’ THIS.., 
THEY'RE GONNA FIND 
OUT. 


JEEZUS / YOU DORK / THE 
TAP'S SHROLIDED... REAL 
GOOD. AN’ EVEN IF THEY 
FINO \T... THINK THEY'LL 
SUSPECT TWO PLNK- ASS 
KIDS 77 THEY WON'T 
EVEN ADMIT ANYBODY 
BUT THEIR BIG DEAL 
EXPERTS CAN DO THIS. 
‘SIDES... YA WANNA GO 
BACK TO INOINIOUAL 
CAPACITY AFTER HAVIN’ 
THE WHOLE FRIGGIN’ 
OVER- SYSTEMS TO 
PLAY WITH 77 


WELL... OWCE MORE, A 7TRANS-PLANETARY LINER. 
JONNY. BUT NO MoRE LET'S MAKE IT REAL FOR A 
CHEATING / LET ME CHANGE, RALPHIE. MY PLAYER'S 
ERASE THE ROBOT AND-- ON BOARD... 

HEY’ YOU'RE STARTIN’ : 

BEFORE I'M LOCKED../ 

AN’ THAT'S NOT A 

MADE-UP SHIP/ THAT'S-- 
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COMPUTE IT, YOURSELE 
RALPHIE. I'M NOT 

MAKIN! (T EASY... LIKE 
WITH SPACE ROBOTS. 

































YOU CAN CHEAT.7 


NO, YOU'RE MAKIN! IT COMPLICATED... (EA 
THAN WE'VE | 


AND YOU'RE ORAWIN’ OFF MORE A 


SO 
_ EVER USED JUST SETTI ‘ 
ghey CATCH 


O 





F'R CHRISSAKE, RALPHIE, FORGET ALL THAT AN’ PLAY THE 
GAME. NOW MY MAN’S GRABBEO A SHUTTLE CRAFT... 
HE'S READY TO LAUNCH... 










LET ME SWITCH THE 

% JEEZ, JONNY... / HE be ¢ 

DON'T KNOW.../ HIS EVES 
SCARY... COLD G fig 


















OU, THAT'S CLU/TE, RALPHIE... THAT'S REALLY 
TOUGH STRATEGY’ THE GUY SCARES YA’‘CAUSE 
HE LOOKS SO HARD AN’ YOU HIT ‘IM WITH 
EXCESS G-FORCE!/ WHATTA YA THINK HE'S 
GONNA DO,,.MELT? GOTTA DO BETTER THAN 
THAT |F YA WANNA WIN THIS TIME, RALPHIE, 
OL’ BUDDY, OL’ PAL. 








BE MY GUEST, RALPHIE. BUT 

HE'S ALREADY INTO A 

DOCKING PATTERN... SEE ? 

HE'S GOT IT INTO AUTO- 

GLIOE AN’ HE'S MOVIN ’ 

THROUGH FREEFALL TOWARD 
THE LOCK... 


[PE 


HE'S LOGGIN’ (NW, 
RALPHIE. YOU 
PLAYIN’ OR WHAT ? 





NO Z2/E, RALPHIE ? L 

' SAID I WANTED IT 
REAL THIS TIME. 
GOT THAT, RALPHIE..:7 
RALPHIE ? HEY, 
MAN, YOU HEAR? 


BACK TO bee 2 YA MEAN / 


WELL, GO AYEAD, CHICKEN 
SHIT... SEE IF I CARE.’ JUST 
FORGET ANY MORE FRIENDS 
CRAP/ GO BACK TO BEIN’ THE 
SAME LONELY LITTLE DORK 
WITH THE HIGH 2.Q. AN’ 
NOTHIN’ ELSE YA WERE 
BEFORE WE LINKED UP.’ 





HA! YOU WERE TOO 

BUSY WETTIN’ YOUR 

PANTS. HERE... I'LL 
MAKE IT EASY. 


TALK ABOUT ME CHEATIN, RALPHIE... / 
THAT'S AGAINST CODE SEVEN. BUT 
INSTEAD'A WHININ’ OR QUITTIN'..I'M 
GETTIN’ MY Guy OL/7/ THAT 
AHOVER- TRAM -— 


{2 i 


LOVE THE LADY, RALPHIE.. 
BUT YA GOT A JA/NG FOR 
ROBOTS ? WASN'T LAST 
GAME ENOUGH ? GIMME A 
BREAK, MAN... SHOW 
SOME FLASH WITH YOUR 
AGENTS. 





HAS My 
PEOPLE IN 
THE FIRST 
CAR! SAY 
BYE-BYE 
TO YOUR 
MAN, JONNY! 


VA CAMT 


PS 


DO WHAT, 
JONNY? 
YOUR MAN 
IS DEAD. 


ie ¢ 


JONNY / WHAT'S 

HE TAKIN! FROM 

His JACKET? 
NOT A-- 


IN wwo® AW, SHIT/ 
PLACES / caas RUN... R/V! | iil 


Sra 


ANDPROIOS, JONNY! 
YOU WOULDN'T SAY 
WHAT YOL/@? GUY IS... 
I GOT A RIGHT TO 
SOME SURPRISES, 
TOO. BESIDES... YOU 
ASKED FORA LITTLE 
MORE FLASH. MAYBE 
I DO HAVE A THING 
FOR ROBOTS. 


OKAY, 
RALPHIE... 


SHARD 
BOMB, 
RALPHIE/ 
RANGE IS 

A BIT 
VGH, 
BUT... 





YA CAN'T WMV 
IF YA DON'T TAKE 
CHANCES ./ 


UH,,.RALPHIE... 


I-L'M PICKIN’ 42 SOMETHIN... 
A... A MEARTEEAT, RALPHIE! 
YEAH... I'M LOCKED IN ON IT. 
I-IT'S... AUAN, RALPHIE. 


I’M PATCHIN! MY SCAV 
. LOOK! I AWOW 
IT'S KIND OF STRANGE, RALPHI 


ON 14 Pony 
on @ 
CEN a cervc oor ced 
A 


*t_e- VE 


.. BUT TELL 
ME THAT 
ISN'T AIM / 


RALPHIE.,. HE'S 
THERE / 





Guess THESE "A Bea a 
; B ane HE's Movi’ 
RALPHIE. BLAST 


WILD POWER | 

LEVELS MAKE : Ss aie ; . ; 

ANYTHING ‘ # Ni ¢ ‘ OPENED SOME'A 
Dass ee THE STATION'S 

REPAIR TUN- 


POSSIBLE, 
RALPHIE. ma) 4 Pans a 
. WELS. HE'S USIN’ 
‘EM... HEADIN’ 
TOWARD... 
LESSEE... 
LEVEL EIGHT... 


YOU WERE SCARED THE SECOND 
YOU FIRST SAW ‘IM, RALPHIE. 
DON'T BE.,, JUST DO SOMETHIN.’ 
HE'S GETTIN’ CLOSER, HE'S... 


sae KNOCKIN’ AT THE 
MAIN ENTRANCE 
TO LEVEL EIGHT, 
RALPHIE BOY! 


Ll CAN'T, RALPHIE!/ HE'S A MONSTER! 


Too LATE, RALPHIE/ HE'S Conan 

A THROUGH THE OUTER- seam ma HE'S A BIG CREEPY MONSTER! HE'S 

CORRIOORS...HE'S INTOTHE |] = aoave THE CREEPING FANG MONSTER... THE 

SAFETY CHAMBER... eas ta N\ STOP! \ BOOGEYMAN!/ COMIN’ To GET YA, 

RIGHT OUTSIDE YOUR DOOR’ i } RALPHIE / WHE BOOGEYMAN / 
RIGHT OL/7TSIDE/ } Fs ANGE ni 4A HA HA HA HA HAS 











IT'S THE 
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(HEE-HEE),..A WHOLE PLANETS Grete 
WEALTH... AN ITS GONNA BE 4 HEY BOSS!..T LOCATE 
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(n.) 1:A mode of life that survives by consuming 
the substance of other animals. 2: Disposed of 
to exploit others, (warfare)... 
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GODPAM! WHAT A GREA 
IDEAL. WE COULD BILL IT 
AS THE NEW LAS VEGAS! 
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ere he killed a bunch of 
them, and it turns out he wasn’t a 
murderer at all. 

The most they could have charged 
Crosby Twain with was property dam- 
age. Since he’s dead and gone, though, 
nobody’s going to press any charges, 
and the whole business will be allowed 
to fade away and be forgotten. 

He first admitted to me some of 
what he was up to shortly after he’d 
destroyed the second one. It was a 
grim, rainy afternoon in April of 2005, 
and Crosby and | were playing a game 
of mixed doubles, against a robot and 
a cyborg. This was at the tennis club in 
the Westport Redoubt, and at first I’d 
assumed it was the gunfire from outside 
that put Croz off his game. 

“I'ma failure,” he muttered to me 
when we had to pause so they could 
pick up the robot again. 

“Blaster shots and pitiable screams 
can make the best of players a shade 
nervous,” | told him, tapping my elec- 
tronic racket against my knee. 

Croz glanced absently at the 
dome which covered and protected 
our courts, at the howling welfs who 
were demonstrating outside. “Takes 
more than simple hunger madness to 
unnerve me,” he said. 

“He’s got mud in his works again,” 
called the cyborg from across the force 
net. “There'll be a small delay, fellas.” 





“Is it the weather?” | asked Croz. 
Probably you remember he was the 
dayside wallvision weathercaster for 
WORPIX-TV, the last Manhattan Out- 
skirts station. 

“Oh, | suppose | feel a little em- 
barrassed when | predict sunshine and 
there’s downpour like today.” 

“Yeah, but it really isn’t your fault 
this robot keeps falling down,” | said. 
“If the Redoubt would put less money 
into repellents and more into keeping 
up the courts, then we wouldn’t have 
rain leaking down onto —” 

“No, I’m not much concerned 
about that either. What | — ” 

Splurt! Splotch! 

The robot had fallen over once 
more, while they were still pumping 
mud out of him. 

Taking hold of Croz’ arm, | led 
him off the court and under the terrace 
bar force awning. He was a middle 
sized guy, lean and dark, in his early 
thirties. “Going to take awhile, fixing 
up that ‘bot. Want a drink?” 

“Gave that up.” Croz rested his 
backside against a floating table. “I 
have to keep myself in ace shape 
nowadays.” 

“The way you've been playing, | 
didn’t get the impression you were in 
in crackajack physical cond —” 

“Twice,” he said in a low voice. 
“Do you realize I’ve killed that bastard 
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twice?” 

One of the welfs managed to 
come climbing quite a way up onto 
our dome before they stunned him off. 
| was briefly distracted. “Huh?” | in- 
quired finally. 

“The first time it went just beauti- 
fully,” Croz amplified. “And, without 


wanting to sound boastful, I’m fairly 
certain I'm the first person ever to 
commit a murder exactly that way. 
See, | managed to tamper with his 
private teleport pad. He steps on it and 
his atoms are shuffled and transmitted. 
When he steps off at the other end, 
which was the Twice Born College of 


Political Science in Goshen, California, 
in this case, he expects to be reas- 
sembled. But instead he’s going to be 
scrambled, fatally so.” Shaking his 
head, Croz sighed. “Except he showed 
up, fit as a fiddle, the very next night 
for a concert at the Big Mac Casino in 


” 


“Lionel Bugg? Good gravy, he’s 
the hottest folk singer in America today. 
When they placed that bronze casting 
of his electric mandolin in the White 
House Show Biz Museum last month it 
was the multimedia event of —” 

“So the guy’s had a few hit records, 
does that make him immune to death?” 


“Everybody dies eventually, ex- 
cept for a few of those Greek shipping 
billionaires who are rumored to have 
found — ” 

“| made a second attempt last 
week,” said Croz. “This time | decided 
| had to see it happen so | rigged a 
bomb in his merry-go-round and — ” 





“Merry-go-round?2” 

“You really are immersed in your 
work. Don’t you know Lionel Bugg has 
a complete amusement park on his 
estate in the Mafiafree Sector of Jer- 
sey?” 

| ought to explain | work for Oldies, 
Ltd., and am involved in arranging 





nostalgia tours for yesteryear’s show 
business greats. “I get Fax-Variety 
every six hours, Croz. Listen, when 
Robert Redford was in the office last 
week to sign up for the Grandpappy 
Follies he complimented me on my 
grasp of the contemporary show — ” 
“Redford is seventy — what's he 








know?” 
“At least he’s not going around 

murdering Lionel Bugg.” | put a hand 
on his shoulder. “Are you sure you're 
not having some kind of complete and 
total mental breakdown, Croz? Imagin- 
ing all this? | read in Fax-Variety where 
One in six entertainers suffer a complete 











and total —” 

“I'm not an entertainer! I’m a 
meterorologist, a man of science.” 

“Most men of science don’t work 
with hand puppets.” 

“One hand puppet is all | use, and 
Winky is the station’s idea, not mine. | 
mean, for a man whose only academic 
credential is an AA from the Bridgeport 
Nitetime School of Nostalgia, you —” 

“Okay, if you don’t think I’m your 
intellectual equal, confess your damn 
murder to somebody else.” | turned 
away, walked along the rim of the ter- 
race. 

They had our opponent back on 
his feet, but mud was still oozing out 
of several of his joints. 

“Okay, I’m sorry. It’s this pressure 
I’m under.” Croz caught up with me, 
invited me to share a table with him. 

“Probably | shouldn’t be doing 
this,” | said. “If you really do kill some- 
one, I’Il be an accessory.” 

He reached up, yanked me down 
into the floating chair opposite him. 
“Don’t you understand what I’m telling 
you? I’ve already killed Lionel Bugg. 
Twice now, but he’s still running 
around alive.” 

“| know, my youngest son watched 
him on the vidwall last night, live 
concert from the Big Mac Casino in 
Fort Scarsdale. You know, when Bugg 
plunked on his electric mandolin and 
sang Pissin’ Into The Wind | thought he 
sounded pretty —” 

“Twice I’ve done that sodkicker 
in.” Croz tapped his forefinger on the 
table top. “I hunched behind his 
bumpercar area and watched him 
mount the polkadot camel on his 
flapping merry-go-round. | activated 
the plastic bomb and blammo! Lionel 
Bugg and his camel went scattering 
across the evening, like the unraveling 
remnants of some awesome dream, 
like the bitter —” 

“Very poetic way to describe a 
murder.” 

“Under my tough masculine front, 
I'm sensitive, I’m an artist,” he said. 
“When | try to explain the fact to Lady 
Jane, she usually — ” 

“Ha!” | exclaimed, straightening 
up. “The motive. That’s why you’re 
trying to get rid of Lionel Bugg. It’s 
because of Lady Jane Pistol, isn’t it?” 

Croz studied his fingertips. “No 
secret I’m passionately fond of her.” 

“It’s tough having affairs with 
famous people. the guy who polishes 
Henry Winkler’s life support system 
was telling me —” 

“You don’t know what it’s like to 
be in love with the most successful 
detective story writer in the Western 
World.” 

“That's true,” | admitted. “Hulda 
used to write a little blank verse when 
she was at Santa Fe Needlework college 
but —” 





















































































































































The security 
precautions at 
Big Mac Casino 
were massive. 
Despite all 
that, the 
ingenious Croz 
managed to 
teleport 
himself smack 
onto the dais at 
the exact 
moment when 


Lionel Bugg went 


up to collect 


his award. Before 


anyone could 
do a thing, Croz 
hugged the 
folksinger and 
cried out: 

‘Got you this 
time, Bugg!’ 


“Who in blue blazes is Hulda?” 

“My wife, the woman | have a 
long-term marriage contract with, the 
mother of my —” 

“How is she? Fine? Good. Now 
listen to me.” He leaned forward, 
elbows making angles on the table. “I 
am not goofy. Goofy in love with Lady 
Jane, but not in any other way. | tell 
you | killed him two times and yet -— ” 

“You obviously don’t read Bugg- 
let.” 

Croz blinked. “What the bloody 
hell is Bugglet2” 

“Ha,” | said. “You tell me | don’t 
keep up with the current entertainment 
scene, and here you've never heard of 
the number one Lionel Bugg fanzine in 
the country.” 

“A magazine? You mean there’s a 
whole and entire magazine devoted to 
that mouthbreathing clodhopper?” 

“Several of them. My son sub- 
scribes to five,” | replied. “The point 
being, almost every Bugg fan knows 
that Large Talent Management has two 
or three Lionel Bugg sims which they 
send to lesser concerts. Fans naturally 
would prefer to see the original Lionel 
Bugg which is why —” 

“Simulacra? Androids? You're 
telling me I’ve been killing androids?” 

“Appears so. I’m not a religious 
man, yet I’d say you've been given a 
chance to reform, Croz. Give up your 
idea of —” 

“Give up? All that stands between 
me and complete and total happiness 
with Lady Jane is that amplified hillbil- 
ly. Once Bugg is out of the way | —” 

“Another publication | follow 
regularly is Mammon,” | put in. “In its 
pages each and every week is a column 
entitled This Week’s Lay. In that 
column Lady Jane Pistol tells us about 
who she’s had the pleasure of screwing 
during the past seven days. If you 
intend to knock off every person 
she —” 

“That's all for publicity,” he quick- 
ly assured me. “She’s got a reputation 
for writing racy detective novels so her 
publishers think — ” 

“You mean she doesn’t actually 
sleep with the great and the near great?” 

“She sleeps with them, yes, but 
her heart isn’t in it. She’s confided in 
me several times that I’m the only man 
she —” 

“One person a week, that amounts 
to—” 

“It’s only fifty guys a year, since 
she always takes two weeks off every 
summer to go fox hunting.” 

“As | recall she takes on a bizarre 
range of men. The social director on 
India’s space station, Pope Urban IV, 
that fellow who revived flagpole sitting, 
the whole damn ruling junta in Argen- 
tina. Boy, once Lady Jane even shacked 
up with a robot from a sexspa in the 
Dolomites.” 


story © 1981 Ron Goulart /paintings © 1981 Phoebe Berrey 





“When she took on the junta, she 
did ‘em one at a time. It was a six-part 
series,” said Croz. “We live ina strange 
era, after all, and the public is enter- 
tained by some quite strange things. |, 
a man with real scientific credentials, 
have to appear on TV wearing a one- 
eyed puppet over my hand, and Lady 
Jane has to go to bed with notables.” 

“How come she’s never used you 
in her column?” 

After a brief scowl Croz answered, 
“I'm not well known enough, not on a 
national level.” 

“Lionel Bugg was in there four 
times last year. ‘Brought back by popu- 
lar request,’ she headed those columns. 
Lady Jane really waxed enthusiastic 
about Lionel Bugg, about his prowess, 
his endurance, the degree of satisf — ” 

“She’s a novelist. Naturally she’s 
going to romanticize any incident 
she’s involved in.” 

From the tennis court the cyborg 
hailed us. “He’s all set to go, fellas!” 

| stood up. “Don’t kill him any- 
more, Croz,” | advised. “You are a 
talented guy, even if your weather 
predictions have been cockeyed late- 
ly.” 

“Two or three, did you say?” 

“Two or three what?” 

“Androids, replicas of Lionel 
Bugg. How many?” 

| shrugged, stepping onto the 
ramp which led to the court. “My son 
would know.” 

“Two down,” he said. “Meaning 
what's left is one android and one real 
Lionel Bugg.” 

We lost the match, even though 
the robot fell down several times. 

Since that night, I’ve often thought 
| might have been able to prevent what 
happened if I’d warned the authorities. 
Or at least made an anonymous call to 
one of the Federal Police computers in 
DC. Well, | didn’t. 

A few days after that Westport 
tennis game | was sent out to Utah by 
Oldies, Ltd. to check out a report that 
Wayne Newton was still alive and 
residing in a senior citizen enclave 
near Ogden. We were anxious to sign 
him up, if he wasn’t too far gone toward 
senility, since research showed there 
were a great many people left who 
fondly remembered him. The rumor 
proved to be false, though it took me 
two weeks to make sure. Soon as | 
returned home | immediately had to 
leave on a tour with Captain Science. 
Unless you were a kid in the early 
1980s you probably don’t know who 
he is. What none of the captain’s now 
fully grown fans knew was that he had 
a slight tendency toward transvestitism. 
Getting him out of frills and lace and 
into his famous jodhpurs and busby 
kept me on my toes all across America. 
Consequently | forgot pretty much 
about Crosby Twain, his romance with 


Lady Jane Pistol and his plans to rid 
himself of his chief rival. 
As things turned out | never saw 

0z in person again. | did, however, 
have one further communication with 
him. It was during a tour stop in the 
newsub of $25,000 Income And Up 
out in lowa. He called me backstage in 


the dressing room area. 

“Are you alone?” asked Croz as 
his face, considerably careworn, 
popped up on my portable pixphone 
screen. “Completely alone?” 

“Yeah, there’s nobody here.” 

“Who’s that lady in the corner?” 

“Only one of Captain Science’s 


outfits.” 

“| thought he went in for paramili- 
tary gear such as —” 

“Too complex to go into right 
now, Croz. How are you?” 

“Unbowed,” he answered. 

“Yup, unbowed and unbeaten.” 
That was Winky speaking, the shaggy 


one-eyed orange puppet he used on 
the weather news. 

“Croz, how come you're still 
wearing Winky?” 

He blinked, frowning over at his 
left hand. “Didn’t know | was.” He 
tugged the puppet off his hand, tossed 
it out of range. “Excuse it, I’m a little 


distraught these days.” 

“How's the weather back there?” 

“Okay, okay, so the wind’s blow- 
ing some. Hardly a hurricane, so it’s 
ridiculous calling it Hurricane Manny 
when —” 

“You missed predicting a hurri- 
cane?” 


“It's not exactly a full-fledged hurri- 
cane. Besides, all four of the National 
Weather Center robots didn’t predict it 
either. Okay, | did say it was going to 
be clear and warm today with just 
enough breeze to make for good kite 
weather.” 

“NWC doesn’t have four robots.” 






































































































































“Who said they did? It’s Lionel 
Bugg who’s the proud owner of four.” 
He paused to laugh, a coughing, rat- 
tling laugh unlike the one | was familiar 
with. “Or rather he had four, now he’s 
down to one. Your figures were off. | 
looked this up very carefully and there 
are four androids and one Lionel Bugg. 

“Did you... another one?” 

“I didn’t mean to kill the damn 
android,” he told me. “Research led 
me to believe | had the real Lionel 
Bugg in my sights. Your half-wit Bugglet 
swears the rea/ Lionel Bugg always 
does the Big Mac Casino concerts. So 
two days ago | teleported out the Cleve- 
land Stronghold to —” 

“You should have looked me up, | 
was in —” 

“| was there to do in that sheep- 
dipper, not to chitchat with old bud- 
dies,” he said. “This time | had a perfect 





gimmick. | rigged, exhibiting real cun- 
ning and considerable technical dex- 
terity, his damn mandolin to electro- 
cute him at the start of the second 
chorus of Sittin’ On The Crapper. No 
trace, set to look like a malfunction.” 
He laughed his new laugh again. “And 
it worked, it was absolutely perfect 
and most gratifying. His silly hair stood 
on end, and his little button nose actu- 
ally lit up. There’s where | realized it 
was another flapping andy.” 

“Croz,” | cautioned after glancing 
over my shoulder at the captain’s 
frocks and wigs, “you ought not to be 
talking about this sort of thing on the 
pixphone.” 

“I’ve got an antibug, no need to 
fret,” he assured me. “Or could it be 
you really don’t want to hear what I’m 
suffering through?” 











“| simply don’t think it’s smart 
to—” 

“Well, screw you, buddy!” yelled 
a high piping voice. 

Croz’ left hand had ducked out of 
sight and come up clad ina furry blue 
puppet. 

“Who's that?” 

“This is Sappo. Don’t you watch 
my weathercasts anymore?” 

“| can’t when I’m on the road.” 

“What about your dopey wife, 
can’t she watch and max ‘em for you? 
Gilda or Herta or whatever her silly 
name is.” 

“Her name is Hulda, and she’s not 
exactly dopey. Maybe she doesn’t boff 
a different celebrity every week in the 
pages of a mass —” 

“Wasting my time with you,” 

Croz decided. “You and me no longer 
see eye to eye.” 

“Get help,” | shouted at him as the 
phone screen started to fade. “See a 
pyschbot or...” 

The image was gone, although | 
thought | heard a trace of the laugh. 

That turned out to be the next to 
last glimpse | ever had of Croz. | did 
hear about him, through mutual friends 
and from the columns of Fax- Variety 
and, later, all the news media. As to 
what happened to him privately and 
why he ended up as he did, I’ve had to 
guess. Since I’m fairly good at project- 
ing box-office returns, | think the fol- 
lowing account of Crosby Twain’s last 
days is basically accurate. 

Professionally he went steadily 
downhill. If Croz predicted rain, there'd 
be a glaringly sunny day. When he 
mentioned sunshine was coming, the 
skies would go black as night, and rain 
would pour down. No matter how 
many weather computers and satellites 
he consulted, he couldn’t come up 
with any sort of reliable prediction. 
Even the addition of Sappo didn’t help. 
He was dropped by WORPIX. 

Lady Jane Pistol won the Nobel 
Prize the same week Croz was 
bounced. He teleported over to Stock- 
holm to attend the dinner dance, but 
for some reason insisted on wearing 
both Sappo and Winky with his one- 
piece tuxsuit. The incident made Lady 
Jane unhappy, and she mentioned him 
for the first time in her next column. It 
was in a footnote dealing with her list 
of ten all-time dull lays. The column 
happened to be devoted once again to 
Lionel Bugg, which goaded Croz into 
making another attempt on the man he 
was convinced was ruining his chances 
with his one true love. 

An impressive new Big Mac Casino 
was due to open in the Detroit Rubble, 
and Croz felt certain the authentic 
Lionel Bugg would be there, had to be 
there. The Amateur Mafia controls 
both the Big Mac operations and Large 


Talent Management. They’d insist on 
the real Bugg for so important an event. 
The Amateur Mafia, in case you’re not 
up on organized crime, is the organi- 
zation which decided the Mafia was 
too good an idea to waste on Italians. 
They're bigoted, though highly suc- 
cessful. 

This time Croz took no chances. 
He was going to take a direct hand in 
the killing, using a powerful blaster 
rifle. He smuggled the thing through 
the heavy security system his prior 
attempts had brought into being. He 
really was a clever fellow, and he 
worked out a detectproof carrying case 
for the weapon. He decked himself out 
in a glitter tuxsuit and a very believable 
beard, bought a ticket for a private box 
in the casino’s main showroom. He 
waited patiently for Bugg’s part of the 
show to commence. There was a set 
by the Klone Triplets and then Three 
Ball Riley, one of the best of the mutant 
comics, did his usual blue stuff. Even- 
tually Lionel Bugg, clad in his best 
ruby-studded chaps and sombrero, 
appeared. The thousand patrons 
cheered, gave him an eight-minute 
standing ovation. 

Croz was delighted. This had to 
be the real Bugg, no doubt about it. He 
laughed his new laugh quietly to him- 
self as he crouched in his shadowy box 
and aimed his rifle. He let Bugg do Got 
It Caught In My Fly all the way 
through. 

When the gleaming folksinger 
began / Done Scraped Your Love 
Offen My Shoe Croz clicked the blaster 
rifle trigger. 

There was a loud and satisfying 
sizzle and Bugg toppled over back- 
wards. When he smacked down, cogs 
and wires came spewing out of the 
hole in his chest. 

“Geeze! Talk about bad breaks!” 
Croz realized he’d once again failed to 
bring down his real enemy. Leaping 
up, he went dashing from the box. 

Unfortunately, his mind was 
considerably rattled by this time. He’d 
worn Sappo and Winky. Impressive 
when you realize he was able to his 
the Bugg android dead center with a 
bulky puppet on each hand. In his rush 
out of the new casino Winky fell off his 
hand and got left behind. The police 
very quickly identified the one-eyed 
puppet. Croz became a fugitive. 

He contacted Lady Jane Pistol, 
asked her to hide him out in one of her 
villas. The stunning detective novelist 
refused, going so far as to suggest the 
real reason he was in such dire straits 
had to do with the relative size of his 
and Bugg’s private parts. When Lady 
Jane broke that connection, Croz’ 
mind must have gone completely 
blooey. 

He vowed he’d destroy the real 


Continued on page 83 
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errence slid his right 
} Vand, the one out of 

sight of the robot, up his 
side. The razoring pain of the 
three broken ribs caused his 
eyes to widen momentarily in 
pain. Then he recovered him- 
self and closed them till he 
was studying the machine 
through narrow slits. 


If the eyeballs click, I’m 
dead, thought Terrence. 


The intricate murmurings of 
the life hutch around him 
brought back the immediacy 
of his situation. His eyes again 
fastened on the medicine cab- 
inet clamped to the wall next 
to the robot's duty-niche. 


Cliché. So near yet so far. It 
could be all the way back on 
Antares-Base for all the good 
it’s doing me, he thought, and 
a crazy laugh rang through his 
head. He caught himself just 
in time. Easy! Three days is a 
nightmare, but cracking up will 
only make it end sooner. That 
was the last thing he wanted. 
But it couldn’t go on much 
longer. 


He flexed the fingers of his 
right hand. It was all he could 
move. Silently he damned the 
technician who had passed the 
robot through. Or the politician 
who had let inferior robots get 
placed in the life hutches so 
he could get a rake-off from 
the government contract. Or 
the repairman who hadn’t bo- 
thered checking closely his last 
time around. All of them; he 
damned them all. 


They deserved it. 
He was dying. 


His death had started before 
he had reached the life hutch. 
Terrence had begun to die 
when he had gone into the 
battle. 
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He let his eyes close com- 
pletely, let the sounds of the 
Tiremm alel colle r-\o(cmm ico lanme- (cele lare 
him. Slowly, the sound of the 
coolants hush-hushing through 
the wall-pipes, the relay ma- 
chines feeding their messages 
without pause from all over 
the galaxy, the whir of the 
antenna’s standard turning in 
its socket atop the bubble, 
slowly they melted into. silence. 


He had resorted to blocking 
himself off from reality many 
times during the past three 
days. It was either that or exist- 

ing with the robot watching, — 
lave ReaVeipleereli hVmarem uel, | 
had to move. To move w 


die. It was that simple. 




















He closed his ears to the 
whisperings of the life hutch; 
_. _ he listened to the whisperings 
‘within himself. 








Good God! There must be a 
. million of them! 


WiVar-lal dine Molmoy-tad(cmcolanarlacel 
is that supposed to be? | 


Who can tell with those 
toadstool-shaped ships of theirs? 
But remember, the whole front 
umbrella-part is studded with 
cannon, and it has a helluva 
range of fire. Okay, watch your- 
selves, good luck— and 
give’em hell! 


The fleet dove straight for 
the Kyben armada. 
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Btorncsn say 








whatever planetoid he might 















































sod alcuanlinre Ker lbaremearencelelaver 
of war, across the gulf of space. 
It was all imagination; in that 
tomb there was no sound. Yet 
prexeele| (eke (er-lah\ae(citcemearce ali 
of his scout’s blaster as ft 
poured beam after beam into, 
the lead ship of the Kyben fleet... 

His sniper-class scout had 
been near the point of that =» 
fo(erevol Nal Kelae-lam Olar<Ur-lanemelanvalarcd 
like a wedge at the alien ships, 
converging on them in loose ~ oe 
battle-formation. It was then 
ram ar-eMar-le)ecciacciep ik 

One moment he had been 
larer-CellaveMipiconeatemaniie(el(cke)mentcl 
locclad(cMmentem(climitcla @elmegrensaiclale 
NQVoxclammelcer-Colareleyed alamaelaaliarsy 
crimson under the impact of 
his firepower. 

The next moment, he had - 
Sajucciccve MolUl@remunlcmrelguir-lucela 
which had slowed to let the 
Kyben craft overshoot, whiley 
the Earthmen decelerated to ,-. 
pick up maneuverability. 

He had gone on at the old 
eM Ze) relate Ac) Cerell ame li ceverd Wallp1Co 
the forward guns of a toad- 
stool-shaped Kyben destroyer. 

a avemileciem erecta mar-(omelelgarcre 
ldpremedU lar anreUialecwetare mel iccveid(e)ar 
al equipment off the front o: 
the ship, scorching down t 
aft side in a smear like oxi 
chrome plate. He had 
aged to avoid the § 
beam. 

His radio cor 
brief; he was going to make it 
back to Antares-Base if he 
could. If not, the formation 
would be listening to his hom- 
ing-beam from a life hutch on 
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iter SATIRE: REE ES EEN ERSTE DOIN GES MRE AEROS 
ta i i 


pees seats 
meg 

find for a crash-landing. ’ 3 f 

Which was what he had 
fo (olarevan il a(sielarelaccm atclemy-l(e meals 
pebble spinning there was tech- 
nically 1—333, 2—A, M & S, 
3—804.39#, which would have 
meant nothing but three-di- 
maarsiasi (earl Meele)nellarclcsva aretemarele 
the small # after the data in- 
felrerclccroR-Milicmalelcoamcelancnialare 


LeU Ye" Ue SNe Ee 















































































































































His distaste at being knocked 
out of the fighting, being forced 
onto one of the life hutch pla- 
netoids, had been offset only 
by his fear of running out of 
fuel before he could locate 
himself. Of eventually drifting 
off into space somewhere, to 
finally wind up as an artificial 
satellite around some minor 
sun. 


The ship pancaked in under 
minimal reverse drive, bounced 
high twice and caromed ten 
times, tearing out chunks of 
the rear section, but had come 
to rest a scant two miles from 
the life hutch, jammed into 
the rocks. 




















Terrence had high-leaped 
the two miles across the empty, 
airless planetoid to the hermet- 
ically sealed bubble in the 
rocks. His primary wish was to 
set the hutch’s beacon signal 
so his returning fleet could 
track him. 















He had let himself into the 
decompression chamber, palm- 
ed the switch through his thick 
spacesuit glove, and finally 
removed his helmet as he heard 
the air whistle into the chamber. 


He had pulled off his gloves, 
opened the inner door and en- 
tered the life hutch itself. 





































































































God bless you, little life 
hutch, Terrence had thought 
as he dropped the helmet and 
gloves. He had glanced around, 
noting the relay machines pick- 
ing up messages from outside, 
sorting them, vectoring them 
off in other directions. He had 
seen the medicine chest 
clamped onto the wall, the re- 
frigerator he knew would be 
well-stocked if a previous ten- 
ant hadn’t been there before 
the stockman could refill it. 
He had seen the all-purpose 
robot, immobile in its duty- 
niche. And the wall-chrono- 
meter, its face smashed. All of 
it in a second’s glance. 

God bless, too, the gentle- 
men who thought up the idea 
of these little rescue stations, 
stuck all over the place for just 
such emergencies as this. He 
had started to walk across the 
room. 


It was at this point that the 
service robot, that kept the 
place in repair between tenants 
and unloaded supplies from the 
ships, had moved clankingly 
across the floor, and with one 
fearful smash of a steel arm 
thrown Terrence across the 
room. 


























ABUONE § eon 


Fs 


=] 
iT. 
Sb 
Ss 
a. 
<€ 
° 
wn 
vo 
Ss 
¢ 
= 
i= 
° 
=) 
= 
O 
= 
a 
Bt 
re) 
= 
| 


Seige panty mtn 











44 EPIC 


METAMORPHOSIS 
ODYSSEY 


SYNOPSIS 


Some say the Zygoteans hail from the second sister of the Pleiades. 
Some say they are creations of the darker side of our own souls. Others 
swear they can only come from Hell itself. The certainty is... they con- 
quer, enslaving and destroying planets and entire star systems. Even Orsi- 
ros; world of scientific marvel, ancient grandeur, natural beauty, and 
mystic spirit. But before their planet fell, the Orsirosians made a plan and 
chose one of their number to carry it out. 

Aknaton. He travelled the universe, sowing the seeds that will in 
time be used against the Zygotean horde, and after his world’s destruc- 
tion, he gathered the fruits of these Herculean labors. Za, man-monster 
from a planet of cannibals, cursed with sensitivity and feeling. Juliet, a fif- 
teen year old innocent from another world destroyed by the Zygoteans, a 
world called Earth. Whis’par, chosen one of a race created by Aknaton, 
rich with environmental harmony and wisdom. This trio is to be the em- 
bryo for something greater yet. Their protector is Vanth, the cold man, 
wielder of the sword. 

Left to themselves on the world of Lartorez, Aknaton’s four compan- 
ions speculate about what their leader’s plan might be. It is Whis’ par who 
points out the obvious to Vanth — that the only way to save the galaxy 
and every planet in it from enslavement and slow death at the hands of 
the Zygoteans is by destroying it all at once. 

And, on another plane of reality, armed with the key to the Infinity 
Horn — the Orsirosians’ ultimate weapon, which has been hidden for 
100,000 years — Aknaton must come to terms with his own doubts. 











THE TALISMAN IS 
PREPARED AND THEN 
DROPPED INTO THE 
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FLAMING CAULDRON.| 
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CERTAIN ARRANGE - * | ... AND TRUTH f 
ES AND 


MENTS ARE MADE 


«2, AND IS 
ANSWERED 
BY His OWN 
DESIRE. 


ae eae ee See a 
YOU HAVE 
REACHED OUT INTO 
THE VOID FORME... Ff 















eee FULFILLMENT. 





... AND I _ HAVE ; 
ANSWERED YOUR 
SAD CALL. 
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IS IT TRULY YOU. 
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WHATEVER YOU BE, LORD 

RA, I REJOICE AT YOUR 

ANSWERING MY HUMBLE 

PLEA, FOR I’M SORELY IN 
S| NEED OF YOUR EXISTENCE 
~\ AT THIS DARK MOMENT. Ag J BY GIVING 

- : GOOD COUNSEL TO 
YOUR WRETCHED 


4é 


Va 
4 OF A COSMIC SCALE i f 
WEIGH HEAVILY ON : 
MY SOUL. 


IT IS THAT BURDEN 
WHICH BRINGS ME TO 
YOU... WHICH BRINGS 
ME _TO THE AID OF A 
GOD I'VE NEVER 
TRULY BELIEVED IN 
BUT ON WHOM I MUST 

NOW DEPEND, 












ARE YOU SO SURE OF YOUR on ip Fremenoous SOURCE OF entre 
POWERS, MORTAL, THAT YOU'VE f A” 
| YOURSELF TO THE FACT 
THAT YOUR OWN ACTIONS MAY 
NOT HAVE CHANGED WHAT LIES 
BEYOND TOMORROW ? 


NEITHER, VY THE ACT IS WITHIN 
YOu ~ MY POWER AND AS 
HOLINESS. JM) FoR irs success. 
: fe] I'VE GONE BEYOND 

THE VEIL OF TIME 

AND EXAMINED THE 

FUTURES THAT AWAIT 

MY GALAXY, 





DO YOU MEAN 
HE HAS THE 
POWER TO THWART 
MY PLANS? 


See 


THE PATH 
I’°VE CHOSEN 
FOR MY 
STARS LEADS 
SURELY TO 
SWIFT AND 


TOTAL 
DESTRUCTION. | 


DH 
POWERFUL THAN EITHER HE 
OR YOU SUSPECT. 





THE QUESTION, I fay Say Bk 1S, 
DO YOU HAVE THE RIGHT 


TONT "i — 
‘ DO WHAT YOU PLAN 10 DOS” 


WORRY 
ABOUT 
THAT fi) SPECIFIC QUESTION. 
NOW, I'LL NOT BE SWAYED 
E\ FROM THAT QUEST. 























AM_1 MORALLY JUSTIFIED IN DECIDING THAT A MILLION IN OTHER WORDS, DO YOU I SYMPATHIZE 
WORLDS, UNKNOWN TRILLIONS OF SOULS WOULD BE ; HAVE THE RIGHT TO OC AY \Y GOD? 8 WITH YOUR 
BETTER OFF DYING QUICKLY AND PAINLESSLY BY MY HAND — SITUATION... 
RATHER THAN FADING SLOWLY AND HORRIBLY UNDER / i S eats Abe 


THE ZYGOTEANS’ CONQUERING HEEL ? 


CAN I_IN GOOD CONSCIENCE 
PREMATURELY SNUFF OUT THE 
LIGHT TO SPARE IT THE TERROR i i 
OF A SLOW AND NIGHTMARISH Be” “ ve Re 
MARCH TO DARKNESS 2 Jin Wet ’ Js " : 





GOD 
IN THE LEAST IN 
ANSWERING IT. 





I GUESS 
BECAUSE I'M 
MORTAL AND 

FALLIBLE. 


YOU SEEK ILLUMINATION TO f y 
‘] A_QUESTION OF CONSCIENCE. Wag gem 
WE GODS HAVE NEVER BEEN Fay Vi ig ty 1) 
VERY COMFORTABLE IN THAT . . . ~ 
REA. 3 WE'RE BETTER SUITED TO 
f § WEIGHTIER PROBLEMS. 
hq MATTERS OF CONSCIENCE 
WE'VE ALWAYS LEFT FOR 
MAN TO HANDLE. 


I WOULD SUGGEST THAT YOu fee WHY, AT THIS LATE DATE, DO 
gy LOOK TO YOURSELF FOR WISE fee YOU-‘DRAG RELIGION INTO j 
m COUNSEL, FOR HASN'T THAT BEEN feet THOSE THINGS THAT ARE YOURS Mm 
JHE ONLY SOURCE OF JUDGMENT @ ge AND YOURS ALONE TO DECIDE? Him 
YOU'VE EVER TRULY TRUSTED ? ' 


WHY DO YOU 
BOTHER DYING 
fm GOOS WITH 
YOUR PETTY 
PROBLEMS ? 


PERHAPS IT WAS 
: ; ; THE SURREAL 
THEN PERHAPS ALL YOU + ae Z SY ae ; . Getons nat HAVE 
: sf CAUSED YOUR 


9 TRULY SEEK IS CLARITY. 
: : DOUBT AND 


WERE NOT YOUR GLIMPSES 


4] OF THE FUTURE GAINED BY Mea : ; 
DETERMINATION 2 fi 


THE USE OF FORBIDDEN ; 
DRUGS AND POWERFUL a Py ; : ae 
MAGICS ? ; . ra) Vale 


aes I 


MIGHT NOT A CLEAR, fa 
DIRECT VIEW OF 


Ss 
TOMORROW DECIDE 
YOUR COURSE ? 


m LOOK UPON 
ALL THE 
MYRIAD 
FUTURES, 

















LOOK ONCE AGAIN 
AT THE ENDLESS LINE 
OF DEAD AND GUTTED 
GRAVEYARDS THAT 
DOT THE ZYGOTEANS’ 
FUTURE PASSING. 


FACE COSMIC Doom 

SO HORRENDOUS 

THAT EVEN THE 

HEAVENS SHUDDER 

AT ITS DISTORTED 
VISAGE. 


8 YOU QUESTION THE 
ae DIVINITY OF YOUR erie 
wees PURPOSE AND HOLD THE gre 
POWER TO ESCAPE THE 5 
La 5 a Lis gi) Ao Le! FUTURE Ba 
2 ae iN ONE D:WHILE YOU 
THAT BEAR NOT YOUR ’ de BLIND YOURSELF 
SIGNATURE. : m WITH THE OTHER. 





tga DEATH'S DOOR IF THEY 
m PREFERRED CRAWLING ON 
@ THEIR BELLIES TO THAT 
SAME PORTAL ? 





EAR. . 1S THE QUESTION, Pt ‘ «OR IS THE QUESTION, 
/ @ DO YOU HAVE THE DO YOU HAVE THE 
YOU : RIGHT To PLAY GOD. DUTY TO PLAY GoD 2 


FROM WITHIN 2 








FAREWELL LORD AKNATON 
IF GOODS TRULY EXIST 

1 PRAY THEY AID vou 

IN YOUR JOURNEY 


sea, 


a 


Shey BUT WAS 1 TRULY Ye ae 
IT'S OVER. EVER ANYTHING DID I TRULY MEET MY 


RA'S GONE THER THAN GOD, OR DID THE 
: : : PASSION OF MY FEAR 


MERELY CONJURE UPA 
DEITY OF REASSURANCE 
TO AID ME THROUGH : 
THESE FINAL HOURS ? 


I'VE NO PROOF RA WAS 
HERE. MY OWN WORD JS 
OF NO CONSEQUENCE IN 
BS THIS MATTER, FOR THE 
tae STARS THIS DAY WHISPER 
> OF AKNATON’S 


MY SURROUNDINGS 
OFFER NO PROOF 
» OF A DIVINE 
‘ VISITATION. 


THERE'S NOT & ie” - o mm ONLY TWO & 
A. FOOTPRINT, ; { INTANGIBLE 
> BURNING BUSH § i 
wae\ OR LINGERING 


; NIMBUS TO 
~ SEEN. ¥f 


ONE: THE 

( KNOWLEDGE THAT 
THE INFINITY HORN 
AWAITS ME IN A 
SUBTERRANEAN 
TEMPLE ON THE 
WORLD APPROP- 
RIATELY CALLED 

b> -DREAMSEND 


TWO: THE 
} UNSHAKEABLE CONVICTION 
K WHICH SURGES THROUGH < 
( EVERY FIBER OF MY BEING 
, THAT THAT WHICH I AM 
{ ABOUT TO DO IS JUST. 


NIETH, MY 
LOVE, I COME 





THERE HE IS! ANK£ you anol 
JUST LIKE YOU HAVE GOT THINGS 


PREDICTED, WHIS‘PAR . TO TALK ABOUT! 



















UH-OH! 
LOOKS LIKE 
TROUBLE 

BREWING ! 











I'M SURE IT'S NOTHING ANKATON CAN'T HANDLE. 






pints Me iat YES, AND THERE SEEM TO SUCH AS THE FACT 


YOUR PLANS WHILE BE A FEW THINGS YOU THAT YOUR REMEDY FOR 
¢ FORGOT TO MENTION TO ME! GETTING RID OF THE ZYGS 
YOU WERE GONE! INVOLVES BLOWING UP 
MY GALAXY £ 
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: ‘ WHAT A I ASSUME 

OU MAY BE DiSTURBED BY mY I DON'T KNOW BuT, 

Siaeina AT You, MASTER, BUT notae ou FoRaive sc THAT You 

ise MAE ONE LiKE AeA VESSEL...You ARTISTS 

‘ino = y A| WEG A PREFER EVOLVING | 
FIND iT U6Ly, en ' ei) AT THE FEELING 
DON'T You”... JEANS errs SN LEVEL. 


Our CAPTAIN DOES 
OCCASIONAL SCULP- 
TURES,AND HE OFTEN 
TALKS OF You AS 
THE wed iN THAT 
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ae OK tii S . “ i si)! = 


PCOME, MY DEAR MASTER! yan, 


Yt PRAY You, NO CEREMO- 
NiALISM BETWEEN US. I 


W77-AHAVE A DREADED REVELATION US4{ 


TO MAKE...AND ONLY AN 
A ARTIST AS GiFTED AS You 
Dy, CAN CONFRONT iT 
Dh WiTHOUT WEAK- 
NESS 
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AS You KNOW I HAVE 

IT is FINALLY SUCCEEDED iN 

AN ULTIMATE SAILING OUR PLANET- 
HONOR FOR ME, VESSEL ACROSS UNEX- 


iN ORBiT. 


LT SIG ee ee am 


SS Ne eS ES Oe Ee 6. Sa Se 





So \ 
CiViLiZATIONS B 
LiKE OURS He 
WOULD 
EXiST >... 


MY LORD. PLORED SPACE. FURTHER- 
MORE, SOON WE WiLL BE 


WE SUSPECTED THE PRESENCE OF 
OTHER FORMS OF LiFE iN THE UNIVERSE. 
ANCiENT DOCUMENTS TELL ABouT 
MANY OTHER PLANET-VESSELS SiMiLAR 
To OURS ORBITING UNCHARTED | 


NOW BIA iN 
” re 


THA 
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BOOKVIEW 


by Jo Duffy 


Stewart the Rat © 1980 Steve Gerber 
Published by Eclipse Enterprises 

81 Delaware Street 

Staten Island, NY 10304 
cover colored by Glynis Wein 
illustrated by Gene Colan and Tom Palmer 
lettering by Tom Orzechowski 


Cerebus the Aardvark, 

all contents © Dave Sim 

Denise Loubert, publisher, 

Aardvark— Vanaheim Press 
221 Queen Street South #1401 
Kitchener, Ontario, Canada N2G 1W5 


Stewart the Rat is a rarity. Very sel- 
dom do books which have been discussed 
and publicized for years, and eagerly 
awaited by fandom, actually reach com- 
pletion and go on sale. It is also, in both 
form and content, a very nice package. It 
has a color cover, cardboard perfect- 
bound exterior and a 48—page, heavy stock 
paper interior. In addition, every person 
who worked on it in any creative capacity 
is an acknowledged major talent of the 
comics industry. But in spite of all that, or 
perhaps because of it, the book is a dis- 
appointment. 

Eclipse Enterprises first mentioned 
that Stewart the Rat was in the works over 
three years ago, whenSteve Gerber ended 
his affiliation with Marvel Comics and the 
character he was most associated with and 
acclaimed for, Howard the Duck. Howard 
was, and still is, a stranger in a strange 
land, an anthropomorphic talking duck 
from a world of talking ducks who, through 
a cosmic mishap, wound up stranded on 
this world of talking, hairless apes. 

The idea behind Stewart the Rat 
sounded very fine when it was announced. 
Independent publishers jan and Dean Mul- 
laney of Eclipse Enterprises were going to 
give Steve Gerber a chance to do another 
satiric funny animal book, free from 
schedule problems and possible creative 
interference. Stewart was going to be more 
than another Howard — it was going to be 
better in every way, so good that people 
would forget there had ever been a talking 
duck among the super heroes. 

And it is a disappointment. 

Do not misunderstand — everyone in- 


volved with the project has done their. 


usual fine job. It is well scripted, beautiful- 
ly drawn and rendered, with a nice looking 
cover and very professional lettering and 
title design. 

One problem is that expectations for 
the long—awaited book were so high. In 


fact, far from making me forget Howard 
the Duck, Stewart reminds me of it, quite 
forcibly. Allowing for divergencies in plot 
and setting, it is very much like a typical 
issue of Howard. Not that that is any mean 
achievement — the average issues of 
Howard under Gerber were high quality 
comicbooks, far better than the average, or 
sometimes even the best, of most other 
titles — but even at their best, Gerber’s sto- 
ries had flaws, and this failure to surpass, or 
even equal, his previous peak after prom- 
ising so much and taking years to do it, 
is a disappointment. The plot and pacing of 
Stewart are somewhat off-balance 
throughout the story, especially towards 
the end, and it lacks the bite and power of 
some of Gerber’s other scripts. 

Stewart the Rat begins dazzlingly, 
with an illustrated text piece, the suicide 
note of the rat’s human ‘‘father’’ and 
creator, scientist Stewart Dropp. In con- 
trast to the duck, Stewart is very much of 
this world, a parahuman, with the genetic 
material of both a rat and a human, and the 
commingled race memories and instinct of 
one with the intelligence and outlook of 
the other. Gerber is at his best here, both in 
his characterization of Dropp and his com- 
munication of how Dropp views the world. 
The portrait that emerges — of a child 
obsessed with what makes things work, 
growing into a scientist who is a keen 
observer of life, but a failure as a partici- 
pant, still obsessed, now with what makes 
living things work — is at once amusing, 
realistic, and rather touching. 

Likewise, the initial comics pages in- 
troducing Dropp’s parahuman creation, 
also called Stewart, at first very much a rat, 
with no notion of his human heritage, are 
quite charming. Here, Gerber’s plot and 
the Colan/Palmer artwork speak for them- 
selves. There are some very funny panels 
as the rat begins to grow and relate to the 
world around it, donning a pair of its pro- 
genitor’s spectacles to correct its own faul- 
ty vision and later, still physically a rat 
although it’s become enormous, as it irri- 
tably removes a mousetrap that has caught 
its toe. ‘ 

So far, so good. Gerber has proven 
that he can create another interesting, 
plausible (for comics, at least) funny ani- 
mal without falling back on an origin simi- 
lar to Howard's, and the early writing is 
head and shoulders above the rest of the 
book. But, from the moment Stewart con- 
fronts his human side, becoming psychi- 
cally and physically whole as he utters the 
immortal words, ‘’— SKEEEK—-Wh—what 





the fuck — ?’”’ and goes forth to confront 
humanity, comics fans, at least, have seen 
it all before. 

Stewart soon meets Rose Lake, a kind- 
ly, outspoken ranch owner, and winds up 
as live-in bodyguard to her daughter Sonja, 
a screenwriter. From the moment Rose and 
Sonja enter the book, it becomes their 
story, with Stewart a spectator only inci- 
dentally involved, although he does prove 
useful at asking questions just where an ex- 
planation would move the plot along, and 
at defending his friends by disembowelling 
or otherwise savaging marauding villains, 
both living and dead. (He does tend to re- 
vert to pure rodent and become shockingly 
vicious when the need arises.) It is, of 
course, quite a coincidence that Stewart 
should enter Sonja’s life the same day that a 
loony should make her his target. 

The villains are one of the story’s ma- 
jor failings. There are a handful of them — 
the three biggies being a disco zombie 
(no, I’m not making this up... read the 
book); an effeminate, roller—skating co- 
caine dealer, the Dope Fairy; and Wayne, 
a failed writer turned guru and glib social 
prophet. Wayne is the agent of Sonja’s dif- 
ficulties, as he and his minions take re- 
venge for some injury he imagines she did 
him when they were lovers, 

In addition, tossed off toward the end 
of the story in about three panels apiece are 
Feminox, a militant feminist (she strikes at 
people with a set of hard balls, wherein, | 
assume, lies some gentle pun); Andy Pan- 
der, a pimp whose arsenal is obviously 
phallic in design; and Xesus, a bearded 
longhair in a flowing robe who says. 
“‘Hosanna’’ a lot and flies around on a 
cross. 


It is for other readers to judge what 
kind of taste these characters are in; | ques- 
tion their presence in the book at all. What 
are they doing there? What are they good 
for, besides a joke apiece? They seem to be 
some kind of statement on the nature of su- 
per-villains and their gimmicks in general, 
but this is Gerber’s story. There wasn’t any 
editor telling him he must have a costumed 
hero on the splash page and at least five 
pages of fight to sell it. This book was de- 
signed for the older, more sophisticated, 
discerning readers (or at least for those who 
can afford to pay $6.95 for one comic.) 
There didn’t have to be any super-villains 


at all, or any fight pages, unless Gerber’ 


wanted to do them, and having chosen to 
do them, he should have done them well. 

Steve Gerber is a writer whose forte 

has been to perceive whatever bubble he 

(Continued on page 75 
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LIFE HUTCH 
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The spaceman had been brought up 
short against the steel bulkhead, 
pain blossoming in his back, his 
side, his arms and legs. The 
machine's blow had instantly 
broken three of his ribs. He 
lay there for a moment, un- 
able to move, too stunned 
to breathe, and it had 
been that, certainly, 

































life. His pain had 
immobilized him, and 
in that short space 
of time the robot 
had returned with 
a muted clash of 
gears. He had 
attempted to 
sit up 
and the 
robot 
began 
to 
move. 


He 
had 
stop- 

ped the 
movement. 

The robot 
had settled 

back. 

The robot. had 
worn down some- 
where in its 
printed circuits. 

Its commands to 
lift had been 
erased or distorted 
so that now it was 
conditioned to smash, 
or hit, anything that 
moved. 

He had seen the clock. He 
realized he should have 
suspected something was wrong 
when he saw its smashed face. 


Of course! 


that had saved his. 


The digital dials had moved, 
the robot had smashed the 


_ Clock. Terrence had moved, the 


robot had smashed him. 


And would again, if he 


moved again. 


But for the unnoticeable 
movement of his eyelids, he 
had not moved in three days. 

He had tried moving toward 
the decompression lock, stop- 
ping when the robot advanced 
and letting it settle back, then 
moving again, a little nearer. 
But the idea died with his first 
movement. His ribs were too 
painful. The pain was terrible. 
He was locked in one position, 
an uncomfortable, twisted pos- 
ition, and he would be there 
till the stalemate ended, one 
way or the other. 

He was suddenly alert again. 
The reliving of his last three 
days brought back reality 
sharply. 

He was twelve feet away 
from the communications pan- 
el, twelve feet away from the 
beacon that would guide his 
rescuers to him. Before he died 
of his wounds, before he 
starved to death, before the 
robot crushed him. It could 
have been twelve light-years, 
for all the nearer he could get 
to it. 

What had gone wrong with 
the robot? Time to think was 
cheap. The robot could detect 
movement, but thinking was 
still possible. Not that it could 
help, but it was possible. 

The companies that supplied 
the life hutch’s needs were all 
government contracted. Some- 
where along the line someone 
had thrown in impure steel or 
calibrated the circuit-cutting 
machines for a less expensive 
job. Somewhere along the line 
someone had not run the robot 
through its paces correctly. 
Somewhere along the line 
someone had committed 
murder. 



































He opened his eyes again. 
Only the barest fraction of 
opening. Any more and the 
robot would sense the move- 
ment of his eyelids. That would 
be fatal. 

Three days had left him weak 
and dizzy from hunger. His 
head was light and his eyes 
burned steadily. He had been 
lying in his own filth till he no 
longer noticed the discomfort. 
His side ached and throbbed, 
and the pain of a blast furnace 
roared through him every time 
he breathed. 

He thanked God his space- 
suit was still on, lest the move- 
ment of his breathing bring the 








robot down on him. There was 
only one solution, and that 
solution was his death. He was 
almost delirious. 

He looked at the machine. 

It was not, strictly speaking, 
a robot. It was merely a remote- 
controlled hunk of jointed 
steel, invaluable for making 
beds, stacking steel plating, 
watching culture dishes, un- 
loading spaceships and sucking 
dirt from rugs. The robot body, 
roughly humanoid, but with- 
out what would have been a 
head on a human, was merely 
an appendage. 

The real brain, a complex 
maze of plastic screens and 








printed circuits, was behind the 
wall. It would have been too 
dangerous to install those deli- 
cate parts in a heavy-duty 
mechanism. It was too easy 
for the robot to drop itself from 
a loading shaft, or be hit by a 
meteorite, or get caught under 
a wrecked spaceship. So there 
were sensitive units in the robot 
appendage that “saw” and 
“heard” what was going on, 
and relayed them to the brain 
— behind the wall. 

And somewhere along the 
line that brain had worn 
grooves too deeply into its 
circuits. It was now mad. Not 
mad in any way a human being 





might go mad, for there were 
an infinite number of ways a 
machine could go insane. Just 
mad enough to kill Terrence. 

Even if I could hit the robot 
with something, it wouldn’t 
stop the thing. He could per- 
haps throw something at the 
machine before it could get to 
him, but it would do no good. 
The robot brain would still be 
intact, and the appendage 
would continue to function. It 
was hopeless. 

He stared at the massive, 
blocky hands of the robot. It 
seemed he could see his own 
blood on the jointed work-tool 
fingers of one hand. He knew 


it must be his imagination, but 
the idea persisted. He flexed 
the fingers of his hidden hand. 
Several times during the past 
day —as well as he could gauge 
night and day without a clock 
or asunrise—he had heard the 
roar of the fleet landing out- 
side. Then he had realized 
there was no sound in dead 
space. Then he had realized 
they were all inside the relay 
machines, coming through 
subspace right into the life 
hutch. Then he had realized 
that such a thing was not possi- 
ble. Then he came to his senses 
and realized all that had gone 
before was hallucination. 





Then he had awakened and 
known it was real. He was 
trapped, and there was no way 
out. Death had come to live 
with him. He was going to die. 

Terrence had never been a 
coward, nor had he been a 
hero. He was one of the men 
who fight wars because they 
are always fought by someone. 
He was the kind of man who 
would allow himself to be torn 
from wife and home and flung 
into an abyss they called Space 
to defend what he had been 
told needed defense. But it was 
in moments like this that a man 
like Terrence began to think. 

Why here? Why like this? 




































































What have I done that I should 
finish in a filthy spacesuit ona 
lost rock—and not gloriously 
like they said in the Papers 
back home, but starving or 
bleeding to death alone with a 
crazy robot? Why me? Why 
me? Why alone? 


He knew there could be no 
answers. He expected no 
answers. 

He was not disappointed. 


He awoke. He instinctively 
looked at the chronometer, Its 
shattered face looked back at 
him, forcing his eyes open in 
after-sleep terror. The robot 
hummed and emitted a spark. 











He kept his eyes open. The 
humming ceased. His eyes be- 
gan to burn. He knew he 
couldn’t keep them open too 
long. 


The burning worked its way 
to the front of his eyes, from 
the top and bottom, bringing 
with it tears. It felt as though 
someone was shoving needles 
into the corners. The tears ran 
down over his cheeks. 


His eyes snapped shut. The 
roaring grew in his ears. The 
robot didn’t make a sound. 


Could it be inoperative? 


Could it have worn down to ° 





immobility? Could he take the 
chance of experimenting? 


He slid down to amore com- 
fortable position. The robot 
charged forward the instant he 
moved. He froze in mid-move- 
ment, his heart a chunk of ice. 
The robot stopped, confused, 
a scant ten inches from his 
outstretched foot. The ma- 
chine hummed to itself, the 
noise of it coming both from 
the machine before him and 
from somewhere behind the 
wall. 


He was suddenly alert. 
If it had been working cor- 
rectly, there would have been 





little or no sound from the 
appendage, and none what- 
soever from the brain. But it 
was not working properly, and 
the sound of its thinking was 
distinct. 


The robot rolled backward, 
its “eyes” still toward Terrence. 
The sense orbs of the machine 
were in the torso, giving the 
machine the look of a squat 
metal gargoyle, squared and 
deadly. 


The humming was growing 
louder, every now and then a 
sharp pfffft! of sparks mixed 
with it. Terrence had a mo- 
ment’s horror at the thought 





of a short-circuit, a fire in the 
life hutch, and no service robot 
to put it out. 


He listened carefully to pin- 
point the location of the robot's 
brain built into the wall. 


Then he thought he had it. 
Or was it there? It was either in 
the wall behind a bulkhead 
next to the refrigerator, or be- 
hind a bulkhead near the relay 
machines. The two possible 
housings were within a few feet 
of each other, but they might 
make a great deal of difference. 


The distortion created by the 
steel plate in front of the brain, 





and the distracting background 
noise of the robot broadcasting 
it made it difficult to tell exactly 
which was the correct location. 


He drew a deep breath. 


The ribs slid a fraction of an 
inch together, their broken ends 
grinding. 


He moaned. 


A high-pitched tortured 
moan that died quickly, but 
throbbed back and forth inside 
his head, echoing and building 
itself into a paean of sheer 
agony! It forced his tongue out 
of his mouth, limp in a corner 


of his lips, moving slightly. The 
robot rolled forward. He drew 
his tongue in, clamped his 
mouth shut, cut off the scream 
inside his head at its high point! 


The robot stopped, rolled 
back to its duty-niche. 


Oh God! The pain! The God 
God where are you pain! 


Beads of sweat broke out 
on his body. He could feel their 
tickle inside his spacesuit, in- 
side his jumper, inside the 
bodyshirt, on his skin. The pain 
of the ribs was suddenly 
heightened by an irresistible 
itching of his skin. 








He moved infinitesimally 
within the suit, his outer ap- 
pearance giving no indication 
of the movement. The itching 
did not subside. The more he 
tried to make it stop, the more 
he thought about not thinking 
about it, the worse it became. 
His armpits, the crooks of his 
arms, his thighs where the tight 
service-pants clung—suddenly 
too tightly —were madness. He 
had to scratch! 


He almost started to make 
the movement. He stopped 
before he started. A laugh bub- 
bled into his head. God Al- 





mighty, and | always laughed 
at the slobs who suffered with 
the seven-year itch, the ones 
who always did a little dance 
when they were at attention 
during inspection, the ones 
who could scratch and sigh 
contentedly. God, how | envy 
them. His thoughts were taking 


on awild sound, even to him. 


The prickling did not stop. 
He twisted faintly. It got worse. 
He took another deep breath. 


The ribs sandpapered again. 


This time, blessedly, he faint- 
ed from the pain. 























Fantastic things, aren’t they? 


Why fantastic? 


Because they’re just like us. 
Except of course the bright 
yellow pigmentation and the 
iciale-(olemnilarexelccmm @leaclmaarlameay-te 
they’re identical to a 
human being. 


Berend a 


More than that, I’m afraid. Their 
insides look like someone had 
taken them out, liberally mixed 
them with spare parts from 
several other species, and 
jammed them back in any way 
that fitted conveniently. For the 
next twenty years we'll be 
knocking our heads together 
trying to figure out their 


metabolic raison d’étre. — /, 











bolum Comal -inl em melmanlcMalonde 
thousand years we'll be trying to 
figure out how they think, why 
they fight, what it takes to get 
along with them, what 
motivates them. 














If they let us live that long, 
thought Terrence. 









Why are we at war with the 
Kyben? | meanyeally. 





Because the Kyben want to kill 
every human being they can 
recognize as a human being. 


—— 


What have they got against us? 


a eee 


Does it matter? Maybe it’s 
because our skin isn’t bright 
yellow: maybe it’s because our 
fingers aren't silken and flexible: 
maybe it’s because our cities are 
_ too noisy for them. Maybe a lot 
of maybes. But it doesn’t matter 
Survival never matters until 
you have to survive. 

















MEDIAVIEW 





by Dennis O'Neil 


a, | had occasion to wonder 
whether White Plains Willie is still alive, 
and if he is, whether he ever goes to the 
movies. Willie is, or was, a hippie, a drug- 
gie, a sweet-tempered malcontent and an 
apprentice saint, and | wish! could hear his 
opinion of Altered States because that film 
finally enabled me to understand him. |'Il 
get to the reason in a postscript. 

Altered States is old news to most of us. 
It opened in New York during Christmas 
week, and so interested parties have un- 
doubtedly seen it by now. Still, it’s worth 
devoting a column to because of the sever- 
al and diverse things it is: thriller in the 
classic B movie mode, philosophical love 
story and the best screen science-fiction 
since 2001: A Space Odyssey. 

The plot is the stuff of at least half of the 
attractions American International used to 
put into drive-in theaters in the 50’s and 
pre-Love Generation (pre-Willie) 60’s; if it 
wasn’t about a gang of rapacious bikers, it 
was about a nutso scientist who changed 
himself or an innocent bystander into a 
slavering, snarling, hairy monster. (1 Was A 
Teen-Age Werewolf comes immediately 
to mind.) These cheapies were cousins to 
Robert Louis Stevenson’s Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, which in turn is the literary 
grandchild of the Faust myth. The implied 
message is always the same, and always 
simple: It’s not only not nice to fool Mother 
Nature, it’s not smart: she bites. Paddy 
Chayevsky, author of both book and 
screenplay versions of Altered States, is 
aware of his influences. Early in the story, 
he has a character compare his hero to 
Faust — a nod and a wink to the English 
majors out there. 

That hero is Edward Jessup, and al- 
though he isn’t exactly mad, he is certainly 
obsessed. He is a brilliant young biochem- 
ist, a genius, who insists on loading his 
body with hallucinogenic drugs and hop- 
ping into a sensory deprivation tank which 
isolates him from all exterior sensations. 
When he performs the experiment after 
drinking a particularly potent brew of mag- 
ic mushrooms, he reverts to a pre-human 
form, amonkey-like creature who feasts on 
live sheep at a local zoo and frustrates night 
watchmen. Eventually, he unleashes a 
blast of energy which wrecks the lab and 
threatens to annihilate everyone in Boston. 
Then he is redeemed. By love, yet. 

Romantic? Not a bit, not as Chayevsky 
has written the scene. At the conclusion of 
his last, terrible experiment, Jessup decides 
to love the woman he is married to for rea- 
sons totally unrelated to romance. Emily 
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Jessup is not the only woman in the world 
for Eddie, not the paradigm of everything 
he could desire in a mate. Theirs is a mar- 
riage of convenience: to Eddie, Emily is 
merely an acceptably intelligent and en- 
thusiastic sex partner. Probably hundreds 
of thousands of females would serve his 
needs as well. But his inner journey has 
given him a glimpse of life at the most ele- 
mentary level — an impersonal pattern of 
forces and particles — and he concludes 
that he must give meaning to existence by 
making choices. So he exerts his will; he 
chooses to love his wife because the alter- 
native is horrible. 

Jessup’s desperate embrace of Emily is 
the summation of Altered States’ philosph- 
ical position, one anybody familiar with 
modern Existentialism will recognize. The 
film’s credentials as science-fiction are not 
as obvious. Before discussing them, | 
wonder if we can agree on a definition of 
science-fiction, | doubt it; few people can. 
However, try this: “Science-fiction is a 
guess in fictional form based on accepted 
theories and possibilities.” If you can ac- 
cept that, or something close to it, you 
won't quarrel with my contention that Al- 
tered States is s-f as surely and purely as 
2001. 2001 guessed that mankind is ready 
to outgrow a fascination with gadgets and 
evolve into a kind of being that does not re- 
quire hardware. Altered States guesses 
that psychologists like Carl Jung and physi- 
cists like Wolfgang Pauli were right. Dr. 
Jung posited “archetypes” — images and 
memories common to everyone, ingrained 
in Our very consciousnesses such as, 
perhaps, the shapes of our race’s ances- 
tors: the shapes Eddie Jessup assumed 
while in the isolation tank. Now, recalling 
that, look at the words of Jung’s Nobel- 
prize winning friend, Dr. Pauli: 

“From an inner center the psyche 

seems to move outward, in the sense of ex- 
troversion, into the physical world...” 
In other words, mind does influence mat- 
ter. Between them, Drs. Jung and Pauli 
provide ample scientific basis for Altered 
States’ pyrotechnics. 

And those are some pyrotechnics. I real- 
ize this piece has begun to read like a term 
paper: I’ve written virtually nothing about 
Altered States as a movie. Well, that defi- 
cience can be corrected immediately. 
Briefly: Altered States is a hell of a flick. 
Ill scare the butter off your popcorn. Di- 
rector Ken Russell’s special effects are as 
impressive as anything on celluloid, par- 
ticularly in the hallucination sequences, 
and since they depict the sort of nightmares 



















a lot of people have, they may affect you 

more than the wonders of Star Wars. My 

companion, a bright young psychologist, 

was zombied out by them. “The movie. 
touched my bad dreams,” she says. “It 
reawakened from my subconscious all my 
dormant childhood fears of life and death.” 
Russell’s use of sound is as powerful as his 
use of graphics; the aural assault from the 
Dolby speakers occasionally threatens to 
jelly the brain. Russell is sometimes guilty 
of shock for the sake of shock, but mostly 
he uses his resources as weapons in the ser- 
vice of Chayevsky’s screenplay. 

He does a nice job with his cast, too. 
William Hurt’s Jessup seamlessly com- 
bines fanaticism with vulnerability and 
Blair Brown's Emily is a near-perfect em- 
bodiment of a girl who was undoubtedly 
the second-prettiest and third-smartest in 
her graduating class. | also want to mention 
Charles Haid, whose beefy, splendidly 
vulgar physician nicely counterpoints the 
more sedate characteriztions of Hurt and 
Brown. 

Altered States has been generally 
praised by critics and audiences alike. Pad- 
dy Chayevsky is in the minority; he doesn’t 
care for it. He has, in fact, had his name re- 
moved from the credits. | can’t imagine 
why. He and Russell have managed to ele- 
vate a whole genre to literary and cinemat- 
ic respectability and in the process man- 
aged to create a rare sort of entertainment, 
a chiller which simultaneously lacerates 
the emotions and stings the mind. 

Which brings us to the postscript, and 
White Plains Willie, the walking anomaly 
mentioned in the first paragraph. Willie 
was a dropout. He’d drifted in and out of a 
couple of colleges, flirted briefly with be- 
ing a government do-gooder and settled, 
like silt, into a drafty basement apartment 
in the East Village, where many youthful 
refugees from the suburbs were experi- 
menting with alternate life styles and urban 
squalor. This was in the 60's, when hordes 
of kids were protesting — war, racism, cor- 
porate irresponsibility and, really, the 
dreariness of their parents’ existences. But 
Willie didn’t go on marches. He preferred 
to sit around gently rapping and using 
whatever drugs were available. Once, | re- 
member, he leaned forward, held up a 
smoking joint between thumb and forefin- 
ger, and murmured, “It’s a sacrament, 
man!” | thought: Oh, that’s stupid. Ob- 
viously, Willie was rationalizing, excusing 
to me his indulgence in marijuana. But 














































































(Continued on page 75) 















“ WAY Z FIGGER IT, THE JOKE'S ON 
US. TROUBLE IS, WE AIN'T LAFFIN’ 
MUCH NO MORE ¥6 












"TRUTH IS THEY GOT US SLOW AND CLEVER, CHISLIN’ 
AWAY TINY PIECES ‘A FREEDOM TILL WE WAS SCULPTED 
JUST LIKE THEY WANTED. ‘SPLAINS WHY, WHEN THEY 
PASSED THE LAFF LAW BACK IN ‘97, HARDLY WOBODY 
A RAISED A STINK. 














Y COMPTROLLER-- 
SECTOR FOUR, 
GRID DELTA. 




















" DION'T HAVE TIME. TOO BUSY TRYIN’ TO 
MEET “ESCALATIN’ PRODUCTIVITY RE- 
QUIREMENTS ’. YEAH, SOUNDS LIKE 
BI'LOGICAL WASTE MATERIAL TO 








Zea 







TRAFFIC FLOW PATTERN 
VECTOREO. OVERRIDE 
TRANSIT CAPABILITY 

MINUS POINT OH-TWO. 
























YOU DON’T HAVE TO 

GO THROUGH WITH THIS 
HELEN, NOT IF You 
DON'T WANT To. 






I OO, NEL. 
REALLY. 


BUT ARE THESE OF COURSE NOT. THAT'S 
ABSOLUTELY THE WHOLE POINT. 
NECESSARY? COME ON. 














F possiate WE'LL WEED 
LAFFERS A RIOT 
ON TRACK 

THREE. 


LONG BEFORE WE LEFT THE r 
GENE POOL, RECREATION...FREE J 
TIME...EVEN LAUGHTER WAS OL/7- 
ZAWEO. COUNTER- PRODUCTIVE 
TO ADEQUATE STATE 
FUNCTIONING. 













THEY WANT US AS PREDICTABLE... 
PROGRAMMABLE... AS THEIR 
DAMNED INHUMAN ROBOTS. 














BUT 
SOME FOLKS 
REMEMBER HOW 
\1T “SEO TO BE. 
THEY KEEP THE OLD 
WAYS ALIVE EVEN IF 
IT MEANS RUNNING 
AND HIDING AND-- 
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/ LAFFERS WERE REPORTED IN AND 
THIS AREA. OUR JOB IS TO ERADICATE. 
INVESTIGATE. 


TOLO YOU THIS WAS FOOLISH 
BUSINESS, COSTELLO, RING DOWN 
THE CURTAIN... MECKLERS 

CLOSIN‘ FAST. COSTELLO, DO 

you KEAD me ? 


JAM ALL TRANSMISSION 
BANDS. THEY MAY HAVE 
POSTED A SPOTTER, 








" GET OUR PEOPLE 
OUTTA THERE ‘FORE 
IT'S TOO LATE!” 


ONE 
OF THE 
FEW TOONS 
TO SURVIVE 
THE PURGE, 


NO NEED TO > 


WORRY. JUST 
THE STRAGGLER 


ALARM. 4 


‘SIDES, ROBBIE'S 
THE BEST SPOTTER 
WE GOT. IF SOME- 
THIN’ WAS WRONG, 
HE'D LET US KNOW. 


you're \ 
LATE, 
BROTHER. 
WE -- 


1-IT'S WONDERFUL, 
NEL. IL NEVER DREAMED... 


I DON'T 
KNOW... 
























GOT You 4 (IN THE 
Tie TINE; NAME ‘A GOD, 
STOP, COSTELLO/ 
WASCAWWY / 7 
pop ap LAWBREAKER. RL. 








LI TRIED TO 
WARN YOU, OLD 
FRIEND... I... 





Foamn You, MY -youu 


CKLER/ 
DAMN you 
TO HELL/ 


tia...’ 
2 


TAT) 





'S LAUGHTER SO IMPORTANT... 
TO BE WORTH YOUR LIFE ? 











"T'LL TELL YOU SOMETHIN,’ THERE WAS MORE : aa) “ANO IF I COULD KEEP THE LAUGHTER 
LIFE IN YOUNGMAN'S DECREPIT OL’ FUNERAL You SEE, I OWED ALIVE A BIT LONGER IT WAS Like I 
HOME THAN THAT GODFORSAKEN INSTITUTE, ” MY FRIENDS A DEBT. WAS KEEPIN’ 7HEM ALIVE, TOO.” 


pret. 


“AND STEPPED SMACK 
DAB INTO HELL...” 








THERE'S 
NOWHERE 
LEFT TO RUN. 


OF THE 


eo : d LINE, 
Ml 
«BUT LT QO ‘MEMBER FOLKS - 
[|_SCREAMIN' BEHIND ME, ” bade 





Vmayvee Y. 


A MAN GETS 7RED ‘A RUN-Y 
THERE NIN’, TIRED'A BEIN’ TOLD 
WEVER 


_ WHAT TO 00 AND WHEN. 





THE LAW MM4Y/ST7 BE MAINTAINED. 
FRI-1O, EXECUTE THE LAW. 


AS YOU WISH, 
CONTROLLER, 
COLLON'T 
KILL THE 
LAUGHTER, 

BUCKO. 


“WE MAY NOT LOOK LIKE 
MUCH, ME A BROKEN-DOWN 
OLD HOOFER, HIM A CLANKIN’ 
BUCKET ‘A BOLTS, WITH MORE 
AEART THAN MICRO 


"".BUT WE'RE 
TAKIN’ OUR ACT 
ON THE ROAD... 


CIRCUITS...” fi 


A MAN NEEDS TO 
Be FREE. IF HE AIN'T 
THAT HE'S NOTHIN’ 

BUT A MACHINE. 


SO DO YOUR 
WORST, BUCKO, 
YOU'LL ONLY BE 
DOIN’ ME A 

FAVOR, 
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' exists in as the world, to examine its short- 
comings and foibles and rail eloquent- 
' ly against them. When he was writing 
| Howard the Duck, his home was New 
fork, and so the duck’s universe was un- 
_ mistakeably urban, filled with the travails 
| of mass transit, insufficient housing, and a 
constant shortage of cash, and peopled 
ith cab drivers and the Kidney Lady, and 
mbitious politicians, the rude, the brus- 
ue, and those who've gone quietly mad in 
the framework of madness that surrounds 
em. Nowadays, Gerber lives in Califor- 
ia, and so Stewart's world is that of hot 
ubs and social narcissim and screen- 
riters and ‘‘Have a nice day.’’ Compared 
Howard’s world, it all seems most frus- 
| tratingly nice, even at its worst. The most 
pungent condemnation of it anyone can 
“seem to come with is Sonja’s ‘‘‘It’s like 
ve’ve reached a new consensus. Nobody 
as to function anymore. We'll all have an 

| alibi instead.'”’ 
Cerebus the Aardvark, published by 
: Denise Loubert of Aardvark: Vanaheim, 
and written, penciled, lettered and inked 
| by Dave Sim is another of fantasy’s funny 
| animal books, a barbarian satire. It is pub- 
lished monthly, produced modestly (20 
pages of black and white art printed on 
| newsprint for $1.50), has no associations 
with the major comics companies or ‘’big 


- name” professionals, and creatively, itisa - 


crashing success. 
Cerebus is not perfect. There are a 
couple of flaws that have persisted 
- throughout the book’s run (twenty-three 
“issues and a reprint volume as this is being 
| written.) One is the verb tense in captions. 
Sim doesn’t seem to have made up his 
_ mind whether to treat his mythical Aard- 
_varkian Age as a once-upon-a-time or 
narrate in his characters’ present. As a re- 
sult, the narrative slips disconcertingly in 
and out of past and present tense, some- 
times within the same caption. (‘‘Each step 


brings him that much closer to collapse... 
already the leg had folded under him 
twice.’’) What's more, on the whole, the 
book’s covers fail to catch the eye. (Issue 
#3, 8 and 20 are exceptions.) As a result, 
they may be working against Cerebus. If 
this is indeed the case, it is a pity. Cerebus 
the Aardvark is a brilliant comic, and itde- 
serves as many readers as it can get. 

Cerebus himself is a barbarian 
mercenary, an ‘‘earthpig born’’, who 
usually refers to himself in the third person, 
never backs down from a fight, and gener- 
ally bristles with personality. On sheer 
visual charisma alone, he could blow any 
other funny animal right out of the water. 
Verbally, he is at once ironic and intelli- 
gent, ferocious and understated, and every 
drawing of him lives. What's more, he 
escapes the trap that many satire characters 
fall into, that of sneering so well atso much 
that he ends up liking nothing. There is 
never any doubt about what Cerebus likes 
—he likes gold and ale and apricot brandy, 
and gold and playing diamondback and 
killing Borealans, and gold and food and a 
warm fire, and gold. For a barbarian, he is 
refreshingly disinterested in females of any 
species. (The exception to this is in issue 
#6, a love story that is one of the funniest 
things | have ever read, but has a lovely, 
poignant, sucker-punch ending.) 

In both art and stories, the early issues 
of Cerebus owe a great deal to Robert E. 
Howard’s Conan the Barbarian, as 
adapted for Marvel Comics by Roy Thomas 
and Barry Smith. Everything except the 
earthpig himself is drawn in a style similar 
to Smith’s, and Cerebus wears a horned 
helmet and a chain of medallions almost 
identical to the ones Smith gave Conan. In- 
itially, Cerebus wasn’t much to look at, his 
snout too long and his ears and tail too 
short, but he began to mutate almost im- 
mediately. By the splash page of issue #4, 
where Cerebus made his first appearance 
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Willie was neither an addict, nor dumb, 
_and he had no reason to seek my approval. 
Of course, he was using the herb to get 
stoned, but his friends were using the street 
action — the protests, the clashes with 
cops, the flaunting of convention — for the 
same purpose. In times past, certain indi- 
viduals have employed fasts, flagellation 
and beatific visions to quite similar ends. 
Willie’s was a generation seeking other- 
ness, identification with a reality that of- 
fered the promise of meaning, and called it 
tebellion. Earlier generations have called 
this kind of quest religion. Willie was 


wiser than I, in my smugness, could under- - 


stand. Unfortunately, his godhead was 
false. | last saw him in a Manhattan hospi- 
tal, suffering from hepatitis. He had used a 
dirty needle. 

So | remembered Willie as | sat watching 
Altered States. Several couples nearby had 
the unfocussed look of those who have 
been sniffing expensive white powder. De- 
ja vu: In St. Louis | knew a guy who, every 
Wednesday for months, dropped acid and 
snuck into a showing of 2001. | later learn- 
ed that Altered States is 1981’s druggie 
flick of choice, as 2001 was 1968's: suck 
up some chemical and groove on the co- 
lors. The irony was wrenching: in the story, 


(wouldn’t you know it?) dead drunk and 
wearing the vest that has been a fairly con- 
sistent element of his costume ever since, 
he was clearly recognizable ‘as the aard- 
vark he has remained tq this day. There 
have, of course, been changes, but these 
are largely the result of Sim’s continuing 
growth and development as an artist. 

One of the hallmarks of his style is the 
use of narrow-vertical panels and heavy 
black areas. It is especially effective as a 
storytelling device when Cerebus is talking 
to himself or reacting to something the 
readers can’t see. This off-panel action 
technique is very useful in presenting im- 
plied violence. In issue #1, there was a 
very graphic shot of man whose hand Cere- 
bus had severed (with good reason), show- 
ing the dripping wrist and the hand lying on 
the floor. It was jarring, not only because it 
was so gross, but because comicbook dis- 
memberment is never really visually accu- 
rate. By issue #2, however, Sim had de- 
veloped another technique which he has 
used for dealing with the book’s extremely 
violent episodes ever since. Cerebus 
knocks out his opponent during a duel. 
Then, while another character is babbling 
about codes of honor that forbid one to slay 
an unconscious foe, the aardvark pur- 
posefully picks up a knife, walks over to his 
enemy, and... The next two panels were a 
large sound effect, ‘‘STAB,”’ followed by 
an appalled facial reaction by the man 
who'd just been speaking. The implica- 
tions were funnier and far more convincing 
than any picture could have been. 

Dave Sim is a gifted writer, with a tal- 
ent for humor in general and satire in par- 
ticular, a good ear for dialogue (reading 
Cerebus, one can almost hear the charac- 
ters speaking), a Machiavellian mind for 
politicial machinations, and the ability to 
occasionally hit hard with genuine emo- 
tional impact or some deliberately unfunny 

(Continued on page 83) 


Jessup discovers that artifically altering 
states of perception leads to emptiness, 
despair and terror. Was the lesson, this 
moral dimension, being ignored by those 
sharing the theater with me? Probably. To 
them, the movie was just a glorified light 
show. Heightened and distorted sensations 
are not conducive to moral reflection. But 
it’s not nice to fool Mother Nature; she can 
dirty your needle. 

It is possible that in Altered States, Pad- 
dy Chayevsky and Ken Russell have given 
us a modern morality play and a metaphor 
for the lost hopes of the White Plains Will- 
IGS. a 
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LIFE HUTCH (continued from page 65) 


Terrence nodded. He under- 
stood. So did the Kyben. It 
grinned at him and drew its 
blaster. It fired point-blank, 
crimsoning the hull of the 
Kyben ship. 
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He swerved to avoid run- 
ning into his gun’s own back- 
» lash. The movement of the 
bucket seat sliding in its tracks, 
keeping his vision steady while a 
maneuvering, made him dizzy. 
He closed his eyes for a mo- 
ment. z 
Vdatclam areMeleyclarsve maalclanWinuate 
{| abyss was nearer, and he 
teetered, his lips whitening as 
they pressed together under his 
effort to steady himself. With 
a headlong gasp he fell sighing 
into the stomach. His long, 
silken fingers jointed steely 
humming clankingly toward 
the medicine chest ever over 
inate olreiccuocclalipve neared ole] | dateroR 


sme ines . 




























The robot advanced on him «7! \ 


grindingly. Small fine bits of | 
metal rubbed together, ashing 
away into a breeze that came | 
from nowhere as the machine 

raised lead boots toward his 
face. i 
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had no room to move and then- : q eer %< <‘ 











@ 
o "Are light came on, bright, 


Z brighter than any star Terrence 

“had ever seen, glowing, broil- 

Tayewmai(@.<elalaveamcialialiayeam eve)e)e)iays4 

a ball of light on the chest of 

\ the robot, who staggered, stum- 
‘l\ bled, stepped. 

Narom ce) ecolanalisxsve mm alUlantantsce| 

a and exploded into a million 

>| flying, racing fragments, shoot- 

= ing beams of light all over the 

abyss over which Terrence a- 

gain teetered, teetering. He 

flailed his arms wildly trying 

to escape but at last moment, 
before the fall 


He awoke with a start! 





























He saved himself only by 
his unconscious. Even in the 
hell of a nightmare he was 
aware of the situation. He had 
not moaned and writhed in his 
delirium. He had kept motion- 
less and silent. 

He knew it was true, because 
he was still alive. 

Only his surprised jerking, 
as he came back to conscious- 
ness, started the monster roll- 
ing from its niche. He came 
fully awake and sat silent, 
slumped against the wall. The 
robot retreated. 

Thin breath came through 
his nostrils. Another moment 
and he would have put an end 
to the past three days—three 
days or more now? how long 
had he been asleep?—days of 
torture. 

He was hungry. Lord how 
hungry he was. The pain in his 
side was worse now, a steady 


throbbing that made even shal- 
low breathing tortuous. He 
itched maddeningly. He was 
uncomfortably slouched a- 
gainst a cold steel bulkhead, 
every rivet having made a bur- 
row for itself in his skin. He 
wished he was dead. 

He didn’t wish he was dead. 
It was all too easy to get his 
wish. 

If he could only disable that 
robot brain. A total impossi- 
bility. If he could only wear 
Phobos and Deimos for watch- 
fobs. If he could only shack- 
up with a silicon-deb from 
Penares. If he could only use 
his large colon for a lasso. 

It would take a thorough 
destruction of the brain to do 
it enough damage to stop the 
appendage before it could roll 
over and smash Terrence again. 

With a steel bulkhead be- 
tween him and the brain, his 


chances of success totaled 
minus zero every time. 

He considered which part 
of his body the robot would 
smash first. One blow of that 
tool-hand would kill him if it 
was used a second time. With 
the state of his present wounds, 
even a strong breath might 
finish him. 

Perhaps he could make a 
break and get through the lock 
into the decompression cham- 
ber... 

Worthless. (A) The robot 
would catch him before he had 
gotten to his feet, in his present 
condition. (B) Even allowing a 
miracle, even if he did get 
through the lock, the robot 
would smash the lock apart, 
letting in air, ruining the mech- 
anism. (C) Even allowing a 
double miracle and it didn’t, 
what the hell good would it do 
him? His helmet and gloves 





were in the hutch itself, and 
there was no place to go on 
the planetoid. The ship was 
ruined, so no signal could be 
sent from there. 

Doom suddenly compound- 
ed itself. 

The more he thought about 
it, the more certain he was that 
soon the light would flicker 
out for him. 

The light would flicker out. 

The light would flicker... 

The light... 

.. .light...? 

Oh God, is it possible? Can 
it be? Have | found an answer? 
He marveled at the simplicity 
of it. It had been there for more 
than three days waiting for him 
to use it. It was so simple it 
was magnificent. He could 
hardly restrain himself from 
moving, just out of sheer joy. 

I’m not brilliant, I’m not a 
genius, why did this occur to 


me? For a few minutes the 
brilliance of the solution stag- 
gered him. Would a less intel- 
ligent man have solved the 
problem this easily? Would a 
more intelligent man have 
done it? Then he remembered 
the dream. The light in the 
dream. He hadn’t solved the 
problem, his unconscious had. 
The answer had been there all 
the time, but he was too close 
to see it. His mind had been 
forced to devise a way to tell 
him. Luckily, it had. 


And finally, he didn’t care 
how he had uncovered it. His 
God, if he had had anything to 
do with it, had heard him. 
Terrence was by no means a 
religious man, but this was 
miracle enough to make him a 
believer. It wasn’t over yet, but 
the answer was there—and it 
was an answer. 
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Slowly, achingly slowly, he 
moved his right hand, the hand 
away from the robot's sight, to 
his belt. On the belt hung the 
assorted implements a space- 
man needs at any moment in 
his ship. Awrench. A packet 
of sleep-stavers. A compass. A 
geiger counter. A flashlight. 

The last was the miracle. 
Miracle in a tube. 

He fingered it almost re- 
verently, then unclipped it in a 
moment's frenzy, still immobile 
to the robot's “eyes.” 


He held it at his side, away 
from his body by a fraction of 
an inch, pointing up over the 
bulge of his spacesuited leg. 

‘If the robot looked at him, 
all it would see would be the 
motionless bulk of his leg, 
blocking off any movement on 
his part. To the machine, he 
was inert. Motionless. 

Now he thought wildly, 

where is the brain? 
If it is behind the relay ma- 
chines, I’m still dead. If it is 
near the refrigerator, I’m saved. 
He could afford to take no 
chances. He would have to 
move. 

He lifted one leg. 

The robot moved toward 
him. The humming and spark- 
ing were more distinct this 
time. He dropped the leg. 

Behind the plates above the 
refrigerator! 





The robot stopped, nearly 
at his side. Seconds had de- 
cided. The robot hummed, 
sparked, and returned to its 
niche. 

Now he knew! 


He pressed the button. The 
invisible beam of the flashlight 
leaped out, speared the bulk- 
head above the refrigerator. He 
pressed the button again and 
again, the flat circle of light 
appearing, disappearing, ap- 


pearing, disappearing on the 
faceless metal of the life 
hutch’s wall. 

The robot sparked and rolled 
from its niche. It looked once 
at Terrence. Its rollers changed 
direction in an instant and the 


machine ground toward the 
refrigerator. 

The steeled fist swung in a 
vicious arc, smashing with a 
deafening clang! at the spot 
where the light bubble flick- 
ered on and off. 











It swung again and again. 
Again and again till the bulk- 
head had been gouged and 
crushed and opened, and the 
delicate coils and plates and 
Circuits and memorex modules 
behind it were refuse and rub- 
ble. Until the robot froze, with 
arm half-ready to strike again. 
Dead. Immobile. Brain and 
appendage. 
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Even then Terrence did not 
stop pressing the flashlight but- 
ton. Wildly he thumbed it again 
and again and again. 


Then he realized it was all 
over. 





The robot was dead. He was 
alive. He would be saved. He 
had no doubts about that. Now x 
he could cry. 

The medicine chest grew 
large through the shimmering 
in his eyes. 

God bless you, little life 
hutch, he thought, before he 


sg te fainted. i 
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Continued from page 32 


Lionel Bugg, no matter what. Even if it 
meant destroying himself. 

Croz was certain now, having 
pored over every fanzine and mass 
media report on Bugg, there could be 
no more androids. Everybody agreed 
there were four. He’d taken care of 
four. What was left had to be the real 
Bugg. 

Three nights later, Bugg was 
scheduled to receive a solid gold door- 
knob, the coveted Knobby Award, 
from the Millionaire Folksingers of 
America. Even with the threat of assas- 
sination hanging over him, Bugg’s 
vanity was such that he was bound to 
show up. Plus which, according to 
Fax-Variety, Lady Jane would be at- 
tending as well. 

Okay, that’s where he’d do it. 

No need to give you a lengthy 
description of the award ceremonies, 
since over half the nation watched the 
show. | thought Lady Jane looked 
absolutely terrific in a frontless gown 
with each of her striking breasts deco- 
rated to resemble gold doorknobs. 

“Terrific!” | remarked when she 
came walking toward their table on 
Bugg’s arm. 

“Tawdry,” said my wife. 

The security precautions at the Big 
Mac Casino in Greater Los Angeles 
were massive. Despite all that, the 
ingenious Croz managed to teleport 
himself smack onto the dais at the 
exact moment that Lionel Bugg went 
up to collect his Knobby. He material- 
ized less than three feet from him. 

Before anyone could do a thing, 
Croz hugged the folksinger, crying out, 
“Got you this time, Bugg!” 

They both exploded. 

Croz had been wearing a vest of 
explosives rigged to go off when he 
pressed himself against his rival. 

My wife and | both turned away 
from the vidwall. “Poor Croz,” | mur- 
mured. 

Two days later Lionel Bugg played 
a sellout concert at the Big Mac Casino 
in Palm Beach Junior. There was some- 
thing Croz never found out, something 
| only learned by accident from a 
drunken exec with LTM. There never 
was a real Lionel Bugg. They were ALL 
androids. 

When Croz blew himself and the 
last one into oblivion it didn’t bother 
Large Talent Management. 

They just built five more. 


bit of irony. Issue #9 had this effect on me. 
| was in stitches reading it, as Cerebus led a 
band of militaristic cheerleaders (“Might 
for right, might for might, right for might, 
FIGHT, FIGHT, FIGHT!’’) on a hostile city. 
Gradually, problems crept into the aard- 
vark’s path, taking away some of the spark- 
le and fun. The ending was depressing and 
plausible, and made me a little sick, It also 
made me think. 

But it is the humor of the book that | 
particularly admire. Cerebus and his ac- 
quaintances (hence, Sim) have a way of 
putting things just so! that makes readers 
adopt bits of dialogue and jokes as their 
own, quoting them often and lacing con- 
versations with them. Writers like to imag- 
ine that other writers must sit at home, 
sweating and slaving and making dozens 
of false attempts, to produce lines that 
good. 

However, | met Dave Sim at a conven- 
tion in Ottawa, and watched for a while as 
he did sketches and signed autographs for 
fans. On the spot, he was coming up with 
throwaway lines to augment the sketches 
and word balloons for the little Cerebus 
heads he signed with. All of them were fun- 
ny, most were germane to the subject of the 
sketch or the person he was autographing 
for, and he didn’t even look like he had to 
think . |leftgnashing my teeth with envy. 

Cerebus the Aardvark didn’t begin to 
take off, creatively, until issue #3, with the 
introduction of Red Sophia and Henrot the 
Wizard. Suddenly, Cerebus’s Conan- 
persona had some recognizeable figures to 
play off. The book had found its niche. 

Since then Cerebus has developed 
quite a stock company, characters who 
appear with very obvious sources of origin, 
but who, if they remain around for any 
length of time, soon metamorphose and 
grow into whatever is called for, eventually 
straying quite far from their ancestors, 
Probably the most popular of these are 
Elrod the Albino and the Cockroach. 

Issue #20 is noteworthy, if only for its 
innovativeness. The only visible charac- 
ter in it is Cerebus, who has been deeply 
drugged by a pair of fanatical priestesses. 


“Except for the first and last pages, where we 
| see the cushions he is lying upon (or thinks 


he is lying upon) the only backgrounds are 
shimmering areas of gray and black. While 
in a near coma, Cerebus is able to hear and 
speak to the priestesses, and his mind also 
makes contact with that of Suenteus Po, 
founder of a rival religious order, who’s 
been smoking hash and meditating. Cere- 
bus manages to play these two factions, 


" BOOKVIEW (Continued from page 75) 


miles apart, against each other in an 
attempt to escape the priestesses. As it 
turns out, he fails (there’s still some ques- 
tion as to how he ever got free — he was 
still unconscious at the time) but the reader 
came away with a clear picture of which 
religious fanatics were where at what time, 
doing what to whom, all by listening to 
their leaders’ discussions of strategy with 
Cerebus. 

People who don’t like satire probably 
aren't going to care for Cerebus, and those 
who do may still find things to complain of. 
For example, (and | personally enjoy this) 
there’s a lot of funny-accent humor; the 
various peoples of the Aardvarkian Age 
tend to sound a lot like modern day Euro- 
pean immigrants. What’s more, Sim has a 
tendency to abandon story lines he and 
Cerebus are through with in a disconcert- 
ingly abrupt fashion. | don’t mind this 
either, as it keeps things from ever getting 
too static, or too sane, but it has raised 
wails from some readers who protest that 
you shouldn't get from A to Z without going 
through the alphabet. 

In closing, I’d like to mention the re- 
print volume, Swords of Cerebus. Don’t be 
put off by the fact that it looks a little like a 
coloring book. Once again, the cover 
doesn’t really reach out and grab one’s 
attention, and the logo is rather sketchy, as 
though they were printing from the rough, 
rather than the finished design. The interior 
is printed on the same newsprint as the 
regular comic, which seems a shame ina 
$5.00 volume. However ... (and this is a 
big “however’’) Swords of Cerebus con- 
tains a reprint of the first four issues of the 
comic, which are very hard to come by 
these days, due to the book’s initially low 
print run. Issue #1 can’t be had for love or 
money. At current cover price, any four 
issues of Cerebus would cost over $5.00, 
and the inevitable mark-up by back issue 
dealers makes this volume quite a bargain. 
Completists will certainly want it. And 
issues #3 and #4, introducing Red Sophia 
and Elrod, are very, very funny. There is 
also an original eight-page story, written 
and inked by Dave Sim and laid out by 
Marshall Rogers, wherein readers get to 
see how diamondback, the earthpig’s fa- 
vorite game of chance is generally played, 
and what the usual results of it are. In addi- 
tion, there are some nice, chatty essays by 
Sim on how he works and what goes on be- 
hind the scenes of the various stories. It was 
nice to read that he has trouble doing 
humor. (I don’t believe it, but it was nice to 
read.) 
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FEB. 10, HOOPERTOWN, TEXAS 
— Violence again erupted after sunset 
when angry costumed cult-film buffs 
attacked stragglers of a Parent Protest 
Group outside the KA Corporation’s 
Hoopertown Mall Complex. Three 
women were hospitalized, and five 
teenagers arrested. It is the tenth such 
incident since KA opened their new 
‘Cinemall’ one month ago today. 

“We are not responsible for the im- 
balance of our patrons,” E.J. Bond- 
grassé, a spokesman for the con- 
glomerate known simply as KA, said 
during a Monday press conference. 
“If there is an audience for it, KA will 
market any film, regardless of its na- 
ture. KA will also continue to produce 
and distribute films to the Hooper- 
town Complex and our 665 other re- 
constructed malls.” 








LIFE FOR OLD MALLS 








sate 


The Hoopertown Complex, dor- 
mant and decaying since 1987, 
showed record profits from its lower 
level exhibitions of ‘cult’ films over 
the first 30 days of renewed operation. 
Upper level business started brisk but 
has been declining for the past two 
weeks. The Parent Protest Group 
claims that the mall has become over- 
run with “cult-movie freaks” who 
“prohibit decent families from attend- 
ing the wholesome films KA offers on 
the upper levels.” 


“I’m afraid to take my children 
there because of all the weirdos,” 
housewife Cory Bburn said. “We'd 
like to go see the Fred MacMurray 
Festival, but the place is too danger- 
ous.” 

Continued on page 2, column one 












CINEMALL LISTINGS 
NOW PLAYING 


CONTINUOUS FROM MIDNIGHT 





Cinema sex death. 


First only longshot, then an intimate act 


at 72 fps. 
Substance discovered within chaos. 
But always, only 2-D. 


KULTZ 
extends 
that. 


KULTZ 
pure 


vision. 


KULTZ 
goes 


beyond. 


KULTZ 
Don’t See It. 
Be It. 
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HEX HEINIS 
LONG TIME NO SEE: 


GOT ORUGS? 


YOU WASTEL 
MAN? SAW YOU 
COME OUT OF 

NEW FLICKS 
HOW WAS] 
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CUSTODIAL 
CONTRACT INACTIVE... 
RENEW... RENEW... 
CONTRACT RENEWAL, 
BIOPLAZ 666-A. | 






OPTION 
EFFECTED. 
















WE CAME 
FOR A GOOD 
TIME, RIGHT, 
HEINI? 






YEAH, MAN, 
SIT WITH US, 
DO A NUMBER. 











MAYBE 
CHROMEDOME 
SELL-- oops! 
WATCHIT, 
MAMA. 

























YOU TELL ME. 
WHAT KINDA DRUGS 
SILVER GUY'S GOT 








BIZARRE ATTACK, 


HOOPERTOWN —Sixteen year 
old Gunnar Elface was captured to- 
day, but he escaped authorities mere 
minutes after his arrest. Elface, a sus- 
pect in the brutal Hoopertown Cine- 
mall slayings of two days ago, al- 
ledgedly went berserk during the 
showing of a lower level film entitled 
KULTZ. 

“KULTZ isn’t always bad,” said 
one young ‘cinemaller,’ “It’s whatev- 


fever fare 


SUSPECT ESCAPES 


er’s strongest in the audience. Last 
night we had a Linda Lovelace crowd, 
nobody got hurt. It was beautiful!” 

Joe Mangelinckx, head of Mall 
Security, said, “Things have been 
quiet since that guy slipped a weapon 
past the checkpoint as part of his cos- 
tume. Look, we’ve got enough trouble 
keeping the upper levels secure. These 
things are bound to happen. KULTZ 
gets ’em pretty worked up.” 


SO, HEINI.., 
YOU WASTED 
























GUNNARELFACE 
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AFTER FILM 
BEGINS. 
PISS OFG 
RUSTBUCKET! 


HULTZ 


IT'S 
ALL 
BULLSHIT-- 








: oe T MEATAR- 


RRRGH 
me 





OHHH... 
NOOO... 
NOOO... 
L.LOO.. 
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EXIT 
D0 NOT ENTER 














PROCEED 
STERILIZATION 
ANP PISPOSAL 


HEY, HEIN! 
HOW'S WORK. 
FOR CINEMALL? THEY LETCHA 
SEE KULTZ FREE 
YET ? COME ON, 


CUSTODIAL 
CONTRACT 
INACTIVE «1 


RENEW.., 
RENEW... 
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filters that fit every automotive need. 


Approximately one out of every three vehicles sold in 
1979 will require heavy duty oil filters. And Puroiator is 
idaelcom Com aaleto1@ Ual-melar-li(ciale(omeciere)aiarem-laleldalcimilice-telelal 
first: The Hot One, a brand new product designed for 
N7=) allel (oxomUVialessiomcelele|amatarem (Olaale)(-melaliale mer-laker-lek\> 
normal oil temperatures to soar to 250, 300° or more. 

STU colate mare) a ante Colme)| Mer-lamersl0l-1-B\-aV(-1¢-mel-lait-(e[-m (ol (ole 
ular oil filters, often causing the paper medium to break 
down. That's why trailer-towing cars, vans, pick-ups, RV’s, 
4 WD's and motor homes need the HOT ONE's extra 
rege) (cielo) an 

The HOT ONE is just one example of how Purolator 
meets the filtration needs of American motorists. Special 
Import Car Filters represent another. 


Dual Filter For Heavy Duty Use: 
Pick-Ups, Vans, RV’s, Campers, 4\ 
Towing, High Performance, Marine 


Vial-taM ele mer-laMa-lifelce (em 1 <-e-metar- late 


These oil filters mean that the owners of foreign cars 
can be assured of Purolator quality and a consistently 
perfect fit. It stands to reason: after all, Purolator has long 
lo==1am(aromant-talelr-(eulelcoime)melaleliar-lm=xel6]] elant=lalmiliccleomiels 
Yolaatomo)m calomel gct-l Glan) ele]a (ore mer-l6ce 

And, for those who demand the very best in oil filtration, 
there's the Purolator 15,000 Mile Dual Oil Filter. It features 
Wel alant-tavmiliccimemiaa|e)ce)Ucvem 0) (r-1¢c1eM o-lel-1m 0) [Uom-E-y~10(e) ale 
ary filter which is a 100% nonwoven synthetic. Working 
in tandem, they increase overall heat resistance, contri- 
o]0} iaremComian] edge) cre milier-ecelam-lalem(elare(-lmill cia lites 

ie tolelarelialemeleim (al-mac0ice)(-\Col mill (cimir-lanliarcleom talomar-Hlelan 
ally known Purolator single stage filter as well as the air, 
fuel and transmission filters that represent the 56 years of 
Talarey’Ztelelam (ar-l@ar-tomunt-(e(om ad0]ce)(-l(o)@r-Welct-{-1av/-1e| VM (gels) (cre 
larclaalomiam (alcm- le] colaateni\zemiare(el-aava 

So, rest assured: go with Purolator automotive filters. 
Now, more than ever, when you can't afford to take a 
(olarelaleon 

aialt-w-laleMe)ial-1aiad0]ce)(-1co)m olcolele[eie-m il Molomar-lelelarcli 
advertised in Road & Track, Hot Rod, Popular Mechanics, 
Mechanix Illustrated, Pickup, Van and 4WD, Recreational 
Vehicle Directory, Van World and Woodall'’s Trailer. 
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mish Oil Temperature Filte! 


Purolator also has a marketing allowance program for its retailers. If you want to take advantage of this program, write to Marketing Services Department 


Purolator, Inc..970 New Brunswick Avenue Rahway, N.J. 07065. Afs 
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FEEDBACK | 
letters & comments 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

| find it difficult to contain my anger over 
Epic #5. | want to rant and rave and name- 
call. But | must control myself. Offer con- 
structive criticism. 

The cover was lousy. Even with all that 
action, it was mindnumbingly stilted. The 
dragon (or whatever) looked like a cheap- 
jack toy monster from a low budget sci-fi 
flick. Look at the elbow, the claw. Is there 
any life there at all? | dislike the Brothers 
Hildebrandt. They're showy. They're pop- 
ular. But they aren’t very good. A whole in- 
terview with them? Pfui!! 

Almuric? I’ve said it before (unprinted; 
in fact, you printed no negative letters in 
this issue — did you receive none, or are 
you just dishonest?), this is one work of R.E. 
Howard that is better off forgotten. Tim 
Conrad’s people are as malformed and ug- 
lyasever. 

Because It’s There? | liked it. Good 
story, well written, adequate art (stilted 
again; what can you do?) The reptiles were 
a nice touch. 

The Rising of the Moon? That's right, 
blame the problems of the world on the 
British. It may be their fault, but so what? 
Live in the present. Use the present to ex- 
trapolate the future. Don’t reinvent the 
British Empire for a stupid little “futuristic” 
poem with political pretensions. 

Freedom? More llic, please. 

Conquest...2The worst Veitch so far. 
he’s becoming awfully predictable. 

Metamorphosis Odyssey? This is a mar- 
ginal enterprise which is slightly entertain- 
ing. However, given the contents of Epic 
(and its competitors), Jim Starlin’s opus has 
become the best we can hope for in adult 
(read “sophomore”) comicbooks (hell, if 
the term was good enough for EC, it’s cer- 
tainly good enough for here). 

Flight Back? Nice art. Period. 

Fairy Tale? Thank you. More? 

Jack Tales? Haven't read it yet. 

Satri? Trite. Bad art. 

The reviews. Like Jo’s. It was informa- 
tive, helpful. Denny’s was horrid. He 
seemed to argue that (1) Flash Gordon was 
written by the guy who did Batman, (2) 
Batman was terrible, and so (3) Flash Gor- 
don must be terrible. That’s not how logic 
works. By the by, Nashville is not an “un- 
deniably brilliant” work. | deny it easily. It 
is a product of undisciplined, misanthropic 
talent, to be sure, but it is not brilliant, not 
by along shot. (It is a simple matter to ridic- 
ule something you never take the trouble to 


understand. To understand something, to’ 


feel it from the inside, and then to be able 
to ridicule it, is a bare minimum require- 
ment for brilliance.) 

How can Epic be improved? One thing 


I'd like to see is reprints, perhaps in color, 
from the late black and white Unknown 
Worlds of Science Fiction magazine. That 
was a good effort, not a trendy, tits and 
blood endeavor. Alas, Epic is selling, so 
there’s no need to make it a quality periodi- 
cal. You give us shit, and we deify it. There 
seems to be no way to fight the madness... 
Dr. Phillip S. Kroft 

Rockville, MD 

To answer your question about the mail 
we receive, the letter column in Epic #5 
was a representative sampling of the com- 
ments on issue #4. If, by “negative mail” 
you mean letters that are entirely unfavor- 
able, then no, we do not get many negative 
letters. We do, however, receive a fair 
number of critical letters, which suggest 
certain changes for Epic or point out cer- 
tain features that the reader did not like. 
However, if you compare your letter with 
the one which follows, you’ll notice that 
few of our readers can agree on what as- 
pects of Epic they would like to see 
changed and what they would like to see 
more of. (For example, a great many read- 
ers were delighted with the cover by the 
Hildebrandts and enjoyed the interview.) 

We have no plans at present to start re- 
printing old material, as we feel that this is 
contrary to the whole purpose of Epic, 
which is to give readers new, high quality 
stories. We do, however, hope you enjoy 
future issues of Epic more than you did 
#5. 

When we decided to print The Rising of 
the Moon, we were aware that it dealt 
with extremely controversial political 
issues, and that some readers might be of- 


fended by the viewpoint it expressed. 


However, we were interested in it solely 
as a creative work, and do not necessarily 
agree with the stand it takes. Next issue, in 
fact, Holocaust, by Neal Adams, touches 
on the traditional Irish/English conflict 
from another standpoint. (Incidently, The 
Rising of the Moon was not a futuristic lit- 
tle poem expressly contrived for the occa- 
sion. Writer Bill Mantlo was adapting the 
lyrics of a 19th century folk tune.) 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

I'll try not to be too critical or rave too 
much in my comments of Epic #5. Almost 
all letters begin with a comment on the 
cover, | will not break with tradition (?). 

(1) | buy Epic for the inside and am not 
persuaded by the cover. However, | feel 
the cover illustration should deal more 
with one of the major stories of that particu- 
lar issue. As for the logo, | like it as it is. | did 
not, however, like the cover for issue #5. 

(2)Almuric. Like Jim Johnson of Livonia | 
don’t care much for sword and sorcery sto- 
ries, but | loved Almuric. | guess it was the 
character, but | guess Conrad’s art had 


something to do with it. Why split up the 


story, half in the beginning and half at the 
end? Show a story or chapter of a story 





complete, in one piece. Also, please stay | 
away from unfinished stories a la Elric. 

(3) Because It’s There. Too much prose. | 
This is Epic Illustrated, remember? It is not 
a prose magazine. 

(4) The Rising of the Moon. At first, | felt | 
this was a waste of the glossy paper (which | 
| like) but later | felt this story/poem was 
something special (especially being of 
partly Irish descent). 

(5) Freedom and Conquest of the Bana- 
na Planet. Though the art in the latter was 
good, neither story was. For garbage like | 
that, | could read Heavy Metal (ugh!). 

(6) Articles, all inclusive. | hate most arti- | 
cles. Again, this is an illustrative magazine, 
not U.S. World and News. 

(7) Metamorphosis Odyssey. Ahh, this is 
why | jumped for joy when | heard you 
were going bi-monthly, less agonizing be- 
tween chapters of a good multi-part story 
like this. 

(8) Interviews. See #6. 

(9) Flight Back. The best complete story | 
this issue. It was short and to the point, it | 
had good artwork, it was science-fiction, | 
and most of all, it made sense, something | 
many of your short stories do not. 

(10) Fairy Tale. You can do without one 
page fillers. 

(11) Jack Tales. Great story and art. 
Combo of s-f and sword and sorcery. 

(12) Satri. What? See #5. 

(13) Feedback. Please print complete ad- | 
dresses of letter writers in case we want to | 
write to them. As for Krishnansu Tewari’s 
letter: please no, | repeat, no single issue | 
stories. If we do not like that story, the issue | 
is shot to hell. Five, maybe six, complete | 
and multi-part stories, but not one, contin- | 


-uing or complete. Also, no more pure fan- 


tasy, less. You have been leaning heavily | 
on fantasy/sword and sorcery; lighten up. | 
Stories like Almuric or s-f and s-s combo 
stories like Jack Tales on occasion are | 
okay, but please, no Conan-type stories | 
(although | must admit | loved Marvel’s 
What If...2 issue that had Conan in the 20th 


century, but otherwise. ..) 


Lastly, a story suggestion. If there is one | 
piece of writing I’d like to see illustrated, | 
it’s Arthur C. Clarke’s Childhood’s End. | 
might be disappointed if the illustrations | 
did not compare to the ones I’ve painted in 
my mind, but I’d take the chance. And 
maybe someday in Epic... 

That’s my two cents’ (or is that two dol- | 
lars’?) worth, thank you for the escapism, | 
and make mine Marvel/Epic. 
John M. Zaranka | 

Avenel, NJ | 


If you have letters or comments you'd 
like to see in these pages, please address |. 


them to: FEEDBACK 
Epic Illustrated 
c/o Marvel Comics 
575 Madison Avenue 


New York, NY 10022 
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